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To the MosT IILusTRIOUus 
JO H NN 


Due and Earl of ARGYLE ;: 
Ec. &c. &c. 


* S play at laſt, thro many dif- 
. A ficulties, has made way to throw | 
itſelf at your Grace's feet: and, conſi- 
dering what well-meant attempts were 
made to intercept it in its courſe to ſo - 
great an honour, I have had reaſon not 
to think it intirely ſucceſsful, till (where 
my ambition always deſigned it) J found 
it ſafe in your protection: which, when 
ſeveral means had failed of making it 
lels worthy of, the ſpleen ended with 
the old good-nature that was offered to 
my firſt play, viz. That it was none of 
my own: but that's a praiſe J have in · 
deed ſome reaſon to be proud of, ſince 
your Grace, from evincing circumſtan- 


ces, is able to divide the malice from the 
compliment. 


4 2 The. 


- 


iv DEDICATION. 


The beſt criticks have long, and juſt- 
ly complained that the coarſeneſs of moſt 
characters in our late comedies have been 
unfit entertainments for people of quali- 
ty, eſpecially the Ladies : and therefore 
I was long in hopes, that ſome able pen 
(whoſe expectation. did not hang upon 
the profits of ſucceſs) would generouſly 
attempt to reform the town into a bet- 
ter taſte, than the world generally allows 
them: but nothing of that kind having 
lately appeared, that would give me an 
opportunity of being wiſe at another's 
expence, 1 found it impoſlible any lon- 
ger to reſiſt the ſecret temptation of my 
vanity, and ſo even ſtruck. the firſt 
blow myſelf: and the event has now 
convinced me, that whoever ſticks, 
cloſely to nature, can't eaſily write above 
the underſtanding of the galleries, tho 
at the ſame time he may poſſibly deſerve 
applauſe of the boxes. 

This play, before its trial on the 
ſtage, was examined by ſeveral people 
of quality, that came into your Gracc's 
opinion of its being a juſt, a proper, and 

diverting 


diverting attempt in comedy; but few 
of them carried the compliment beyond 
their private approbation: for, when T 


DE DTOATIONx. „ 


was wiſhing for a little farther hope, 
they ſtopꝰ d ſhort of your Grace's penetra- 
tion, and only kindly with'd me what 
they ſeem'd to fear, and you aſſured n me 
of, a general ſucceſs. 

But your Grace has been pleaſed, not 
only to encourage me with your judg- 
ment, but have likewiſe, by your fa- 
vourable influence in the bounties that 
were rais'd for me the third and ſixth 
day, defended me againſt any hazards of 
an intire diſappointment from ſo bold 
an undertaking: and therefore, whate- 
ver the world may think of me, as one 
they call a poet, yet I am confident, as 
your Grace underſtands me, I ſhall not 
want your belief, when I aſſure you that 
this dedication is the reſult of a profound 
acknowledgment, an artleſs inclination, 
proudly glad, and grateful. 

| And, if the dialogue of the following 
ſcenes flows, with more eaſy turn of 
thought and ſpirit than what I have uſu- 


ally 


EDICATION. 


ally produced, I thall not yet blame ſome 
people for ſaying it is not my own, un- 
leſs they knew, at the ſame time, I owe 
moſt of it to the many ſtolen obſervati- 
ons I have made from your ern 
manner; of converſing. 


vi 


And, if ever the influence of ankle 


Grace's more ſhining qualities: ſhould 
perſuade me to attempt a tragedy, I ſhall 
then, with the fame freedom, borrow all 
the ornamental virtues of my hero, 
where now I only am indebted for part 
of the fine gemleman. Greatneſs of 
birth and mind, ſweetneſs of temper, 
flowing from the fixed and native prin- 
ciples of courage and of honour, are 
beauties that I reſerve for a farther op- 
portunity of expreſſing * real and 
gratitude of, | 
| My Lord, 


Your Grace's Moſt Obedient, 
| _ obliged, and bumble Servant, 


Decem. rs. 
1704. 
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PROLOGUE. 


F all the various Vices of the Age, 
And Sheals of Feel expo upan he Stag 7 
NL art laſ d, that. cail far Satyr / Rage 2 
What can you think to 2 our 25 WC 2 
Of Maden, Carton, aud rrlia Fool? 
Of Citts, of Sharpers, Rakes, roaring Bullies, 
O Cheats, of Cuckalds, Aldermen, and Callies 7 
Mou d not one wo "were taken 
That Satyr Road in the Dramatick School, 
Was only meant for th" inc orrigtb ho ? 


As if too Viet and Folly wvere con} ; Oo AN 


# 


To the cite cum 2 of Human- nt; 
Creatures a "Maſe ſpould corn ; pe Tru 
Deſerve not Satyr's but” the e 5. 
Wretches ſo fur ſhut out from Senſe of Sbame, 
Newgate or Bedlam only ſhould reclaim ; - . 
For Satyr ne er ara meant ta make wilt Monſters 3 
No, Sirs. 
We rather think the Performs fit for Plays, 


Are they whoſe Birth, and Education ſays 8 
They've every Help, that ſhould improve N = 


Yet fil live Slaves to a vile tainted Ming ; 
Such as in Nr are often ſeen t'abound, © | 
And yet have ſome weak Part where Folly't Anat: 
For Follies ſprout like Weeds, higheſt in fruitful Ground. 
And tis objerv'd, the Garden of the Mind, 
To no infeftive Weeds fo much inclin'd, _. 
As the rank Pride, that ſome from 1 fad. 
A Folly too well knewn to make its 

With moſt Succeſs among the better" Sort. 
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8 PROLOGUE. 


Such are the Perſons we to-day provide 
And Neture's Fools for once are laid afide. 
Thes is the Ground on which our Play ve build ; 
But in the S trutture Lg to Judgment yield. 
And where N Poet ail in Art or Cart, „ 
Me beg 3 rcy to the Player,” © © 


PROLOGUE 


Upon the laſt CamPaicn.. 


Written by a Perſon of Quality; Ag. 
ed for the ſixth Day, but not ſpoken. | 


A Paying Nation hates the n Trade, \ \ 
And lingering War in Methods. made : 
When Armies walk about from 1 . 15 
And Threeſcore Thanſand only get togetber 
To eat, and drink, conſult and find. the way . ęꝶ( 
How without fi obting they may earn their Pay. 
When prudent- GET get by Safeguard giving, . 
An honeſt, quiet, comfortable Living; _ : 
But never fight it up to a Thankſgiving, | 

T heſe manage 2 ar with the Phyſician's Nr 
And uſe juch Means, as neither cure nor nor All. 

Like the wiiſe Dofters, ſafe by their . IR, 
They give weak Doſes, but tale ſwinging Fees. 

The fade contimuing ng, which can never end, 

While the fick State has any thing to ſpend. 
Thanks then to him, who frites at _ Diſeaſe, 
And bravely tries to ſet the Warld at eaſe. 
For if ſuch fighting laft but one Year more, 5 
Two Danube 7; idtories will quit the Score, | + 
And ſoon recruit our almeſi lawiſb d Store. 
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A happy Peace regains our Treaſure loft, 

Our own the Glory, and our Foes the Coſt. 

No Fawenr let the Home-bred Sparks expect; 

But Scorn from Men, and from the Fair Neglect. 

Beaux, that ſpend all their Time in ſoft Lowe-making 

T hoſe tender Souls whoſe Hearts are always aching, 

Shun em ye Fair, prevent their am'rous Boaſting ; 

Nor poorly yield to idle Talk and Toafiing. 

F you have Favours, which you muſt befloww, 

Give em the Soldiers, they deſerue em now ; 5 

Who make proud Tyrants ſloop, ou d only kneel to you. 
Minerva guides our General to Fame, 

No Cruelties in War affet his Name. : 

Mild in the Camp, by no Succe/s made vain. 

A Gentle Goddeſs animates his Mind; 

Bold for his Friends, to conquer'd Foes as kind. 

Dejign'd by Heaw'n, for Anna's happy Reign; 

Whoſe generous Soul ſeeks only to reſtrain 

Unbounded Tyramy, and lawleſs Might, 

Revenge Oppreſſion, and reſtore the Right. 

War not her Choice, but neceſſary Fence, 

Truth to promote, and humble Inſolence. 

Where'er her Influence flies, it Toy creates, 

And Peace and Safety brings to diflant States. 

With ſuch Succeſs her Chief begins his Race, 

That his firfl Battle brightly does ace 

The tedious Labours of our modern I ars; 

Out- does at once, old Soldiers and the Tarrs, 

In him no ſauntring in the Field wwe find, 

No Doubt remains where Victory inclin d. 

His Sword decides : No double Praiſe is giv'n ; 

here neither Side is pleas'd, yet both thank Heav'n. 

From War he Kingdoms quickly will releaſe ; 

Rapine and Rage, ſoon turn to Foy and Peace, 5 

And, by Deftrution, make Destruction ceaſe. 


” Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Lord MoRELove, Mr, 8 5 
Mr. Cibber. 
Sir CHARLES EAsv, Mr. Wilks. 


Lord FopfI NG rox, 


oO NEN. 


Lady BeTTY Mov1sn, Mrs. Oldfield. 
Lady Easy, Mrs. Knight. 
Lady GRAvEAIRS, Mrs. More. 


Mrs. Epcinc, Woman 
to Lady EAs v, Zur, . 


SCENE, WINDSOR. 


THE 


T: 1 


CARELESS HUSBAND. 


ACT I SCENE I. 


SCENE, Sir Charles Eaſy's Lodging: 
Enter Lady Easv alone. 


L. 1487. | 
W S ever woman's ſpirit, by an injurious 
huſband, broke like mine? a vile, licen- 
tious man! muſt he bring home his follies 
too? wrong me with my very ſervant ! O! how te- 
dious a relief is patience! and yet in my condition 
'tis the only A wo for to reproach him with my 
wrongs, is taking on myſelf the means of a redreſs, 
bidding defiance to his falſhood, and naturally but 
provokes him to undo me. The uneaſy thought of 
my continual jealouſy may teize him to a fixt aver- 
ſion ; and hitherto, tho' he negle&s, I cannot think 
he hates me.—— It muſt be ſo, fince I want power 
to pleaſe him, he never ſhall upbraid me with an at- 
* tempt of making him uneaſy My eyes and tongue 
ſhall yet be blind and filent to my wrongs ; nor would 
I have him think my virtue could ſuſpe& him, till 
by ſome groſs apparent proof of his miſdoing, he 
forces me to ſeg—and to forgive it. | 


Enter 
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Enter Epoc1xG haſtily. 
Ede. O Madam! 
L. Ea/y. What's the matter? 
Edg. I have the ſtrangeſt thing to ſhew your Lady. 
ſhip Such a diſcovery 
L. Eahy. You are reſolved to make it without much 
ceremony, I find; what's the buſineſs pray? 

Eag. The buſineſs, Madam, I have not patience 
to tell you, I am out of breath at the very thoughts 
on't, I ſhall not be able to ſpeak this half hour. 

L. Eaſy. Not to the purpoſe, I believe! but me- 
_ you talk impertinently with a great-deal of 
cafe. 

Eqdg. Nay, Madam, perhaps not ſo impertinent. 
as your Ladyſhip thinks; there's that will ſpeak to 

the purpoſe, I am ſure——A baſe man : 
. [ Gives a letter. 

L. Zaß. What's this, an open letter! whence 
comes it? | 3 

Edg. Nay, read it, Madam, you'll ſoon gueſs-—- 
If theſe are the tricks of huſbands, keep me a maid 
fall, ſay I. 

L. Eaſy. | looking on the ſuper ſcription.] To Sir 
Charles Eaſy! Ha? too well I know this hateful hand 
O my heart ! but I muſt veil my jealouſy, which 
tis not fit this creature ſhould ſuppoſe I am acquaint- 
ed with. [Aide] This direction is to your ma- 
ſter, how came you by it? 

Edg. Why, Madam, as my maſter was lying down, 
after he came in from hunting, he ſent me into his 
dreſſing room to fetch his ſnuff- box out of his waiſt- 
coat pocket, and ſo, as I was ſearching for the box, 
Madam, there I found this wicked letter from a mi- 
ſtrefs; which I had no ſooner read, but, I declare 
it, my very blood roſe at him again: methought I 
could have torn him and her to pieces, | 

L. Eajy. Intolerable! This odious thing's jealous 
of him herſelf, and wants me to join with her in 


a revenge upon him — dure J am fallen indeed! 
But 


f — 
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But twere to make me lower yet, to let her think 
I underſtand her. [Alide. 

Eqdg. Nay; pray, Madam, read it, you'll be out 
of patience at it. | 

L. Eafy. You are bold, Miſtreſs; has my indul- 

ence, , or your maſter's good humour, flattered you 
into the aſſurance of reading his letters? a liberty L 
never gave myſelf —— Here lay it where you had 
it immediately ſhou'd he know of your ſaucineſs, 

'twou'd not be my favour could protect you. 
[Exit L. Eaſy. 

Edg. Your favour! marry come up! ſure I don't 
depend upon your favour ! tis not come to that 
I hope poor creature don't you think I am 
my Maſter's miſtreſs for nothing——you ſhall find, 
Madam, I won't be ſnapt up as I have been not 
but it vexes me to think ſhe ſhou'd not be as uneaſy 
as I. I am ſure he is a baſe man to me, and I cou'd 
cry my eyes out that ſhe ſhou'd not think him as bad 
to her ev'ry jot. It I am wrong'd, ſure ſhe may 
very well expect it, that is but his wife A con- 
ceited thing ſhe need not be ſo eaſy neither 
] am as handſome as ſhe J hope Here's my ma- 
ſter I'll try whether I am to be huff'd by her or 
no. [Walks behind. 

Enter Sir CHARLES EAS. 

Sir Char. So! The day is come again—Life but 
riſes to another ſtage, and the ſame dull journey is 
before us How like children do we judge of hap- 
pineſs! When I was ſtinted in my fortune, almoſt e- 
very thing was a pleaſure to me : becauſe moſt things 
then being out of my reach, I had always the plea- 
ſure of hoping fer em; now fortune's in my hand, 
ſhe's as inſipid as an old acquaintance It's mighty 
filly, faith—jult the ſame thing by my wife too; I 
am told ſhe's extremely handiom nay, and have 
hear'd a great many pgople ſay, ſhe is certainly the 
beſt woman in the world why, I don't know but 
ſhe may, yet 1 could never find that her perſon - 

goo 
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good qualities gave me any concern In my eye 
the woman has no more charms than my mother. 

Edg. Hum! he takes no notice of me yet— 
T'll let him ſee, I can take as little notice of him. 

She walks by him gravely, he turns her about and holds 

» ſhe ſfiruggles.] Pray Sir. 

Sir Char. A pretty pert air that [l humour 
It What's the matter child ? are not you well? 
kiſs me, huſſy. 

Eag. No, the duce fetch me, if I do. 

Sir Char. Has any thing put thee out of humour, 
Love ? | : 

Eag. No, Sir, 'tis not worth my being out of hu- 
mour at——tho' if ever you have any thing to ſay 
to me again, I'll be burn'd. | 

Sir Char. Somebody has bely'd me to thee. 

Eag. No, Sir, 'tis you have bely'd yourſelf to 
me Did not I aſk you when you firſt made a fool 
of me, if you would be always conitant to me, and 
did not you ſay, I might be ſure you would? and 
here inſtead of that, you are going on in your old in- 
trigue with my Lady Gravearrs. 

Sir Char. So. 

Edg. Beſide, don't you ſuffer my Lady to huff me 
every day as if I were her dog, or had no more con- 
cern with you I declare I won't bear it, and ſhe 
ſhan't think to huff me for ought I know, I am 
as agreeable as ſhe; and tho' ſhe dares not take any 
notice of your baſeneſs to her, you ſhan't think to 
uſe me ſ{o——and ſo pray take your nally letter 
I know the hand well enough for my part I won't 
ſtay in the family to be abuſed at this rate: I that 
have refuſed Lords and Dukes for your ſake; I'd 
have you tg, know, Sir, I have had as many blue 
and green ribbons after me, for ought I know, as 
would have made me a falbala apron. 

Sir Char. My Lady Graweairs! my naſty letter! 
aud I won't ſtay in the family! death !—-I'm in a 


pretty 
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pretty condition What an unlimited privilege has 
this Jade got from being a whore ? 

Eag. | tuppoie, Sir, you think to uſe every body 
as you do your wife. 

Sir Char. My wife! hah! come hither, Mrs. Edging : 
hark you, drab. [ Seizing her by the ſhoulder. 

Edg. Oh! 

Sir Char. When you ſpeak of my wife, you are 
to ſay your Lady, and you are never to ſpeak of your 
Lady to me in any regard of her being my wife 
for look you, child, you are not her ſtrumpet but 
mine, therefore I only give you leave to be ſaucy 
with me in the next place, you are never to ſup- 
poſe there is any ſuch perſon as my Lady Graveairs; 
and laſtly, my pretty one, how came you by this 
letter ? 

Edg. It's no matter, perhaps. 

Sir Char. Ay, but if you ſhou'd not tell me quick- 
ly, how are you ſure I won't take a great piece of 
fleſh out of your ſhoulder ?—My dear. [Shakes her. 

Eag. O lud! O lud! I will tell you, Sir. 

Sir Char, Quickly then. - [ Again, 

Edg. Oh! I took it out of your pocket, Sir. 

Sir Char. When? 

Fag. Oh! this morning when you ſent me for your 
ſnuff- box. 

Sir Char. And your Ladyſhip's pretty curioſity has 
look'd it over, I preſume—ha— [ Again. 

Eag. O lud! dear Sir, don't be angry——indeed 
III never touch one again. 

Sir Char. I don't believe you will, and I'll tell you 
how you ſhall be ſure you never will. 

Eag. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Char. By ſtedfaſtly believing, that the next time 
| you offer it, you'll have your pretty white neck twiſt- 
ed behind you. 

Ede. Yes, Sir. [ Courteſying 

Sir Char. And you will be ſure to remember every 
thing I have ſaid to you? 

Eds. 
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Fag. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Char And now, child, T was not angry with 
your perſon, but your follies ; which ſince 1 find you 
are a little ſenſible of don't be wholly diſcourag'd 
for | believe II ſhall have occaſion for you 
again 

Edg. Ves, Sir. 

Sir Char, In the mean time let me hear no more 
of your Lady, child. 

Eag. No, Sir. | 

Sir Char. Here ſhe comes, be gone. 

Eag. Yes, Sir——Oh! I was never ſo frighten'd 
in my life. [ Exit. 

Sir Char. So! good diſcipline makes good ſoldiers 
lt often puzzles me to think, from my own 
careleſſneſs, and my wife's continual good humour, 
whether ſhe really knows any thing of the ſtrength 
of my forces I'll ſift her a little. 

Enter Lady EAs v. | 
My dear, how do you do? you are dreſs' d very ear- 
ly to day, are you going out? 

L. Ea. Only to church, my dear. 

Sir Char. Is it ſo late then ? 

L. Ea. The bell has juſt rung. 

Sir Char. Well, child, how does Find/or air agree 
with you? Do you find yourſelf any better yet? or 
have you a mind to go to London again ? 

L. Eajy. No, indeed, my dear; the air's ſo very 
pleaſant, that if it were a place of leſs company, I 
cou d be content to end my days here. 

Sir Char. Pr'ythee, my dear, what ſort of com- 
pany would moſt pleaſe you ? 

L. Eaſy. When buſineſs wonld permit it, yours; 
and in your abſence a fincere friend, that were truly 
happy in an honeſt huſband, to fit a chearful hour, 
and talk in mutual praiſe of our condition. 

Sir Char, Are you then really very happy, my 
dear ? 

IL. Eg. Why ſhould you queſtion it? [Smiling * 

ir 


ly 


Sir 
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Sir Char, Becauſe I fancy I am not ſo to you as 
I ſhould be. 8 — 

L. Eafy. Pſhaw ! ” 

Sir Char. Nay, the duce take me if I don't really con- 
feſs myſelf ſo bad, that I have often wonder'd how any 
woman of your ſenſe, rank and perſon, could think it 


worth her while to have ſo many uſeleſs good qualities. 


L. Eafy. Fy, my dear. 

Sir Char. By my ſoul, I'm ſerious. 

L. Eaſy. I can't boaſt of my good qualities, nor if 
I could, do I believe you think em uſeleſs. 

Sir Char. Nay, I ſubmit to ou Don't you find 
'em ſo? Do you perceive that I am one tittle the bet- 
ter huſband for your being ſo good a wife? 

L. Eaſy. Pſhaw! you jeſt with me. 

Sir. Char. Upon my life I don't 
was you never jealous of me ? 

L. Eaſy. Did J ever give you any ſign of it? 

Sir Char, Um that's true—but do you really 
think I never gave you occaſion ? 

L. Eaſy. That's an odd queſtion—but ſuppoſe you 
had ? | 

Sir Char. Why then, what good has your virtue done 
you, ſince all the good qualities of it could not keep 
me to yourſelf? _. 

L. Fah. What occaſion have you given me to ſup- 
poſe 1 have not kept you to myſelf ? 

Sir Char. I given you occaſion —— ty ! my dear— 
you may be ſure I look you, that is not the 
thing, but ſtill a (death, what a blunder have I 
made)—a ſtill, I ſay, Madam, you ſhan't make me 
believe you have never been jealous of me; notthat you 
ever had any real cauſe, but I know women of your 
principles have more pride than tWoſe that have ne 
* 1 at all; and where there is pride there muſt 

e ſome jealouſy - ſo that if you are jealous, my dear, 
you know you wrong me, and | 

L. Eaſy. Why then, upon my word, my dear I don't 
know that ever I wrong d 1＋. that way in my life. 


Tell me truly, 


Sir 
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Sir Char. But ſuppoſe I had given a real cauſe to be 
jealous, how would you do then ? 

L. Eaſy. It mult be a very ſubſtantial one that makes 
me jealous. = 

Sir Char. Say it were a ſubſtantial one, ſuppoſe now 
] were well with a woman of your own acquaintance, 
that under pretence of frequent viſits to you, ſhould 
only come to carry on an affair with me—ſuppoſe now 
my Lady Graceairs and I were great? 

L. Eaſy. Wou'd 1 could not ſuppoſe it. [ Afaat. 

Sir Char. If 1 come off here | believe I am pretty 
ſafe. [Aide Suppoſe, I ſay, my Lady and I 

Were fo very familiar, that not only yourſelf, but half 
the town ſhould ſee it! 

L. Ea/y. Then I ſhould cry myſelf ſick in ſome dark 
cloſer, and forget mytears when you ſpoke kindlyto me, 

Sir Char. The moſt convenient piece of virtue ſure 
that ever wife was miſtreſs of. Ajaat. 

L. Eaſy. But pray, my dear, did you ever think that 
IT had any ill thoughts of my Lady Grawveairs ? 

Sir Char. O fy! child; 25 you know ſhe and I us'd 
to be a little free ſometimes, ſo I had a mind to ſee if 
you thought there was any harm in it: but ſince I find 
you very eaſy, I think myſelf oblig'd to tell you, that 
upon my ſoul, my dear, I have ſo little regard to her 
perſon, that the duce take me, if I would not as ſoon 
have an affair with thy own woman. 

L. Ez. Indeed, my dear, I ſhould as ſoon ſuſpec 
you with one as t'other. 

Sir Char. Poor dear —ſhouldſt thou—give me a ki, 

L. Eaſy. Pſhaw ? you don't care to kiſs me. 

Sir Char. By my foul I do——1 wiſh I may die if [ 
don't think you a very fine woman. 

L. Fah. J only wiſh you wou'd think me a good 
wife. [ Ki/er ber.] But pray, my dear, what has made 
you ſo ſtrangely inquiſitive? 

Sir Char. Inquifitive—why —a—T don't know, one's 
always ſaying one fooliſh thing or another toll le roll. 


L. 9 and talks, } My dear, What! ' are we never to have 
any 
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any ball here? Toll le roll. I fancy I could recover my 

dancing again, if I would but practiſe. Toll loll lolt ! 
L. Eajy. This exceſs of careleſneſs to me excuſes half 

his vices: if I can make him once think ſeriouſly — 


1 ime yet may be my friend. | 
Enter a SERVANT. 73 


Serw. Sir, Lord Morelove gives his ſervice — 

Sir Char. Lord Morelowve ! where is he? 

Serv. At the chocolate-houſe ; he call'd me to him 
as I went by, and bid me tell your Honour he'll wait 
upon you preſently. \ 

L. Eaſy. I thought you had not expected him here 
again this ſeaſon, my dear. 

Sir Char. I thonght ſo too; bat you ſee there's no 
depending upon the reſolution of a man that's in love. 

L. Eajy. Is there a chair? 

Serv. Yes, Madam. [ Exit Servant, 

L. Eajy. I ſuppoſe Lady Betty Modiſb has drawn him 
hither. | 

Sir Char. Ay, poor ſoul, for all his bravery, I am 
afraid ſo. 

L. Eaß. Well, my dear, I han't time to aſk my 
Lord how he does now ; you'll excuſe me to him, but I 
hope you'll make him dine with us. 

Sir Char, I'll aſk him. If you ſee Lady Betty at 
prayers make her dine too, but don't take any notice 
of my Lord's being in town. 

L. Eajy. Very well! if I ſhould not meet her there, 
I'll call at her lodgings. 

Sir Char. Do ſo. 4 

L. Eahy. My dear, your ſervant. [Exit L. Eajp. 

Sir Char. My dear I'm yours. Well! one way or 
other this woman will certainly bring about her buſineſs 
with me at laſt; for tho' ſhe can't make me happy in 
her own perſon, ſhe lets me be fo intolerably eaſy with 
the women that can, that ſhe has at leaſt brought me 
iuto a fair way of being as weary of them too. 1 

ner 
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Enter SERVANT and Lord MorELoOvE., 

Serv. Sir, my Lord's come. 

L. Mer. Dear Charles ! 

Sir Char, My dear Lord! this is an happineſs un- 
dreamt of; I little thought to have ſeen you at Windſor 
again this ſeaſon; I concluded of courſe, that books 
and ſolitude had ſecur'd you till winter. 

L. Mer. Nay, I did not think of coming myſelf, but 
I found myſelf not very well in London, fo 1 thought 
a—— little hunting, and this air 

Sir Char. Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Mor. What do you laugh at? 22 

Sir Char. Only becauſe you ſhould not go on with 
your ſtory : if you did but ſee how filly a man fumbles 
for an excuſe, when he's a little aſham'd of being in 
love, you would not wonder what I laugh at, ha! ha! 

L. Mer. Thou art a very happy fellow— nothing 
touches thee—always eaſy—— Then you conclude 1 
follow Lady Betty again. f | | 

Sir Char. Yes, faith do I: and to make you eaſy, 
my Lord, I cannet ſee why a man that can ride fifty 
miles after a poor ſtag, ſhould be aſham'd of running 
twenty in chace of a fine woman, that in all probabi- 
lity will make him fo much the better ſport too. 

[ Embracing. 

L. Mor. Dear Charles, don't flatter my diſtemper. I 
own I ſtill follow her: do you think her charms have 
power to excuſe me to the world ? 

Sir Char. Ay ! ay! a fine woman's an excuſe for any 
thing; and the ſcandal of our being in jeſt, is a jeſt it- 
ſelf : we are all forced to be their fools, before we can 
be their favourites. 

L. Mor. You are willing to give me hope, but I can't 
believe the has the leaſt degree of inclination for me. 

Sir Char. I don't know that I'm ſure her pride likes 
= and that's generally your fine Lady's darling paſ- 

on. 

L. Mor. Da you ſuppoſe if I could grow indifferent, 
it wou'd touch her. a | 8 
w 
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Sir Char. Sting her to the heart will you take 
my advice ? 

L. Mor. | have no relief but that. Had I not thee now 
and then to talk an hour, my life were inſupportable: 

Sir Char. I am ſorry for that, my Lord—but mind 
what | ſay to you But hold, firſt let me know the 
particulars of your late quarrel with her. 

L. Mor. Why—about three weeks ag, when I was 
laſt here at Windſor, ſhe had for ſome days treated me 
with a little more reſerve, and another with more free- 
dom than I found myſelf eaſy at. 

Sir Char. Who was that other? 

L. Mor. One of my Lord Fppington's gang, the pert 
coxcomb that's juſt come to a ſmall eſtate, and a great 
periwig he that fings himſelf among the women 
What d'ye call him He won't ſpeak to a 
commoner when a Lord's in company—You always 
ſee him with a cane dangling at his button, his breaſt 
open, no gloves, one eye tuck'd under his hat, and a 
tooth-pick Startup, that's his name. 

Sir Char. O! I have met him in a viſt—— but pray 

o on. | 

r L. Mor. So, diſputing with her about the conduct of 
women, I took the liberty to tell her how far I thought 
ſhe err'd in hers : ſhe told me 1 was rude, and that ſhe 
would never believe any man could love a woman, that 
thought her in the wrong in any thing ſhe had a mind 
to, at leaſt if he dar'd to tell her ſo—This provok d me 
into her whole character, with as much ſpite and civil 
malice, as I have ſeen her beſtow upon a woman of true 
beauty, when the men firſt toaſted her ; ſo in the middle 
of my wiſdom, ſhe told me, ſhe defired to be alone, 
that I would take my odious proud heart along with me 
and trouble her no more I ——bow'd very low, 
and as I left the room, vow'd I never wou'd, and that 
my proud heart ſhould never be humbled by the out- 
fide of a fine woman About an hour after, [ 
whipp'd into my chaile for London, aud have never ſeen 
her ſince, 

Sir 
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Sir Char. Very well, and how did you find your 
proud heart by that time you got to Honſloau? 

L. Mer. I am almoſt aſham'd to tell you l found 
her ſo much in the right, that I curs'd my pride for 
contradicting her at all, and began to think according 
to her maxim, That no woman could be in the wrong 
to a man that ſhe had in her power. | 

Sir Char. Ha! ha! Well, I'll tell you what you ſhall 
do. You can ſee her without trembling, I hope ? 

L. Mor. Not if ſhe receives me well. 

Sir Char. If ſhe receives you well, you will have no 
occaſion for what I am going to ſay to you fuſt, 

u ſhal! dine with her. 

L. Mor. How! where! when! l 

Sir Char. Here! here! at two o' clock. 

L. Mor. Dear Charles 53 

Sir Char. My wife's gone to invite her: when you 
ſee her firſt, be neither too humble nor too ſtubborn; 
let her ſee by the eaſe in your behaviour, you are ſill 
pleas' d in being near her, while ſhe is upon reaſonable 
terms with you. This will either open the door of an 
eclairciſſement, or quite ſhut it againſt you — and if 
ſhe is ſtill reſolved to keep you out 
L. Mor. Nay, if ſhe inſults me then, perhaps I may 
recover pride enough to rally her by an overacted ſub- 
miſſion. 

Sir Char. Why, you improve, my Lord; this is the 
very thing I was going to propoſe to you. 

L. Mor. Was it, faith! hark you, dare you ſtand by me! 

Sir Car. Dare |! ay, to my laſt drop of aſſurance, 
againſt all the inſolent airs of the proudeſt beauty in 
Chriftend:m. 

L. Mor. Nay, then defiance to her—— We two— 
Thou haſt inſpir'd me, I find myſelf as valiant as a 
flatter d coward. 


Sir Char. Courage my Lord ——T'll warrant we 
beat her. 


L. Mer. My blood ſtirs at the very thought on't; | 
long to be evgag'd, 
Sir Char 


N 
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Sir Char. She'l certainly give ground, when ſhe once 
ſees you are thoroughly provok'd. | 


L. Mor. Dear Charles, thou art a friend indeed. 


2 Enter a SERVANT. 

Serv. Sir, my Lord Foppington gives his ſervice, and 
if your Honour's at leiſure, he'il wait on you as ſoon 
as he's dreſs'd. g 

L. Mor. Lord Foppington ! is he in town? 

Sir Char. Ves ] heard laſt night he was come. 
Give my ſervice to his Lordſhip, and tell him I ſhall 


be glad he'll do me the honour of his company here 


at dinner. [Exit Serw.] We may have occaſion for 
him in our deſign upon Lady Betty. 

L. Mor. What uſe can we make of him ? 

Sir Char. We'll ſee when he comes; at leaſt there's 
no danger in him; not but I ſuppoſe you know he's 
your rival. 

L. Mor. Pſhaw! a coxcomb. 

Sir Char. Nay, don't deſpiſe him neither——he's 
able to give you advice; for tho' he's in love with the 
{ame woman, yet to him ſhe has not charms enough 
to give a minute's pain. 

. Mor. Pr'ythee what ſenſe has he of love ? 

Sir Char. Faith very near as much as a man of ſenſe 
ought to have ; I grant you he knows not how to value 
a woman truly deſerving, but he has a pretty juſt e- 
ſteem for moſt ladies about town. 

L. Mor. That he follows, I grant you 
ſeldom viſits any of extraordinary reputation. 

Sir Char. Have a care, I have ſeen him at Lady 
Betty Modifh's. f 

L. Mor. To be laugh'd at. 

Sir Char. Don't be too confident of that; the wo- 
men now begin to laugh with him, not at him: for 
he really ſometimes rallies his own humour with ſo 
much eaſe and pleaſantry, that a great many women 
begin to think he has no follies at all, and thoſe he 


for he 


has, have been as much owing to his youth, and a 


gre at 
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great eſtate, as want of natural wit. Tis true; hs, 
often a bubble to his pleaſures, but he has always 


been wiſely vain enough ta keep himſelf from being 
too much the Ladies humble ſervant in love. 

L. Mor. There indeed 1 almoſt envy him. 

Sir Char. The eaſineſs of his opinion upon the ſex, 
will go near to pique you—We mult have him. 

L. Mor. As you pleaſe—but what ſhall we do with 
ourſelves till dinner ? 

Sir Char. What think you of a party at piquet ? 

L. Mor. O! you are too hard for me. 

Sir Char. Fy ! fy! what! when you play with his Grace? 

L. Mor. Upon my ſoul he gives me three points. 

Sir Char. Does he? why then you ſhall give me but 
two lere, fellow, get cards, Allens. [ Exeunt. 


Fd 


ACT: H. I. 
SCENE, Lady Betty Modiſh's Lodgings. 


Enter Lady BETTY, and La) EAs , meeting. 


L. BE TT. 

O my dear! I am overjoy'd to ſee you! I am 
ſtrangely happy to-day ; I have juſt received my 
new ſcarf 4 London, and you are moſt critically 

come to give me your opinion of it. | 

L. Eaſy. O! your ſervant Madam, Iam a very in- 

different judge, you know: what, is it with ſleeves ? 
L. Betty. O! tis impoſſible to tell you what it is !— 
*tis all extravagance both in mode and fancy, my dear, 
I believe there's ſix thouſand yards of edging in it— 
Then ſuch an enchanting ſloop from the elbow — 
ſomething ſo new, ſo lively, ſo noble, ſo coquet and 
charming but you thall ſee it, my dear 
I. Zap. Indeed I won't, my dear; 1 am reſolv'd 
0 


Tux CARELESS HUSBAND. 25 


to mortify you, for being ſo wrongfully fond of a 
trifle. 

L. Bet. Nay, now, my dear, you are ill-natur'd. 

L. Eaſy. Why truly, I'm half angry to ſee a wo- 
man of your ſenſe, ſo warmly concern'd in the care of 
her out fide; for when we have taken our beſt pains 
about it, 'tis the beauty of the mind alone that gives 
us laſting value. 

L. Bet. Ah! my dear, my dear! you have been a 
married woman to a fine purpole indeed, that know 
ſo little of the taſte of mankind: take my word, a 
new faſhion upon a fine woman, is often a greater 
proof of her value than you are aware of. 

L. Eaſy. That I can't comprehend, for you ſee a- 
mong the men, nothing's more ridiculous than a new 
faſhion, Thoſe of the firſt ſenſe are always the laſt 
that come into 'em ? 

L. Bet. That is, becauſe the only merit of a man is 
his ſenſe ; but doubtleſs the greateſt value of a woman 
is her beauty; an homely woman at the head of a fa- 
ſhion, would not be allowed in it by the men, and con- 
ſequently not follow'd by the women: ſo that to be 
ſucceſsful in one's fancy, is an evident ſign of one's being 
admir'd, and I always take admiration for the beſt proof 
of beauty, and beauty certainly is the ſource of power, 
as power in all creatures is the height of happineſs. 

L. Eaſy. At this rate yon would rather be thought 
beautiful than good. 

L. Bet. As J had rather command than obey: the 
wiſeſt homely woman can't make a man of ſenſe of a 
fool, but the, verrieſt fool of a beauty ſhall make an aſs 
of a f-+:\man ; ſo that in ſhort, I can't ſee a woman 
of ſlrit has any buſineſs in this world but to dreſs 
ang make the men like her, 


L. Eaſy. Do you ſuppoſe this is a principle the men 
of ſenſe will admire you for? TS 
L. Bet. I do ſuppoſe, that when I ſuffer any man to 


like my perſon, he ſhan't dare to find fault with my 
principle, "2 
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a: > Eajy. But men of ſenſe are not ſo eafily humbled. 


L. Bet. The eaſieſt of any; one has ten thouſand 
times the trouble with a coxcomb. 

L. Eajy. Nay, that may be; for I have ſeen you throw 
away more good humour in hopes of a tendreſſe from 
my Lord Fopington, who loves all women alike, than 
would have made my Lord Morelowe perfectly happy, 


who loves only you. 


L. Bet. The men of ſenſe, my dear, make the beſt 
fools in the world: their ſincerity and good breeding 


throws them ſo entirely into one's power, and gives one 
ſuch an agreeable thirſt of uſing them ill, to ſhew that 


wer tis impoſſible not to quench it. 

L. Ea/y. But methinks, my Lord M:re/owe's manner 
to you might move any woman to a kinder ſenſe of his 
merit. 

L. Bet. Ay! but would it not be hard, my dear, for 
a poor weak woman to have a man of his quality and 
reputation in her power, and not let the world ſee him 


there? wou'd any creature fit new-dreſs'd all day in her 


cloſet ? cou'd you bear to have a ſweet-· fancy d ſuit, and 
never ſhew it at the play, or the drawing-room ? 
I. Eaſy. But one wou'd not ride in't, methinks, or 
haraſs it out, when there's no occaſion. 

L. Bet. Pooh ! my Lord Morelove's a meer Indian da- 
maſk, one can't wear him out; o' my conſcience I mul 
give him to my woman at laſt.; I begin to be known by 
him: had not I beſt leave him off, my dear? for (poor | 


ſoul) I believe I have a little fretted him of late. 
I. Eaſy. Now its to we amazing, how a man of his 

ſpirit can bear to be us'd like a dog for four or fin , 
years together but nothing's a wonder in love; yet f 


pray, when you found you cou'd not like him at ful; 
why did you ever encourage him: 


L. Bet. Why, what wou'd you have one do? fa b 
my part, I cou d no more chuſe a man by my ehe ſe 
than a ſhoe ; one muſt draw em on a little to ſee ! A 


they are right to one's foot. 


bo LE 
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L. Eaſy. But I'd no more fool on with a man I cou'd 
not like, than I'd wear a ſhoe that pinch'd me. 

L. Bet. Ay, but then a poor wretch tells one, he'll 
widen 'em, or do any thing, and is fo civil and filly, 
that one does not know how to turn ſuch a trifle, as a 
pair of ſhoes or an heart, upon a fellow's hands again. 

L. Eaſy. Well! I confeſs you are very happily diſ- 
tinguiſh'd among molt women of fortune, to have a man 
of my Lord Mzrelowe's ſenſe and quality ſo long and ho- 
norably in love with you: for now a-days one hardly 
ever hears of ſuch a thing as a man of quality in love 
with the woman he would marry: to be in love now, 
is only having a deſign upon a woman, a modiſh way 
of declaring war againſt her virtue, which they gene- 
rally attack firſt, by toaſting up her vanity. 

L. Bet. Ay, but the world knows, that is not the 
caſe between my Lord and me. | 

L. Eaſy. Therefore I think you happy. 

L. Bet. Now I don't ſee it, I'll ſwear I'm better pleas'd 
to know there are a great many fooliſh fellows of qua- 
lity, that take occaſion to toaſt me frequently. 

L. Eafy. I vow I ſhou'd not thank any gentleman for 
toaſting me, and I have often wonder'd how a woman 
of your ſpirit cou'd bear a great many other freedoms 
I have ſeen ſome men take with you. ; 

L. Bet. As how, my dear? come pr'y thee be free with 
me, for you mult know, I love dearly to hear my faults— 
Who is't you have obſerv'd to be too free with me? 

L. Eaſy. Why, there's my Lord Foppington ; cou'd 
any woman but you bear to ſee him with a reſpe&ful 
fleer ſtare full in her face, draw up his breath and cry 
gad, you're handſom ? 

L. Bet. My dear, fine fruit will have flies about it, 
but, poor things, they do it no harm : for if you obe 
ſerve, people are generally moſt apt to chooſe that the 
flies have been buſy with, ha ! ha! 

L. Faß. Thou art a ſtrange giddy creatute. 

L. Bet. That may be from {o much circulation of 
thought, my dear. | 


L. 
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L. Eaſy. But my Lord Foppington's married, and one 
wou'd not fool with him for his Lady's ſake ; it may 
make her uneaſy and . 

L. Bet. Poor creature, her pride indeed makes her 
carry it off without taking any notice of it to me; tho I 
know ſhe hates me in her heart, and I cant endure ma- 
licicus people, ſo I us'd to dine with her once a-week, 
purely to give her diſorder ; if you had but ſeen when 
my Lord and I fool'd a little, the creature look'd ſo ugly. 

L. Eaſy. But I ſhould not think my reputation ſafe; 
my Lord Foppington's a man that talks often of his 
8 but ſeldom ſpeaks of favours that are refus'd 

im. 

L. Bet. Pſhaw; will any thing a man ſays, make 
a woman leſs agreeable ? Will his talking ſpoil one's 
complexion, or put one's hair out of order and 
For reputation, look you, my dear, take it for a rule, 
that, as amongſt the lower rank of people, no woman 
wants beauty that has fortune; ſo, amongſt people of 
fortune, no woman wants virtue that has beauty : but 
an eſtate and beauty join d, are of an unlimited, nay, 
a power pontifical, make one not only abſolute, but 
infallible A fine woman's never in the wrong, or, 
if we were, it is not the ſtrength of a poor creature's 
reaſon that can unfetter him O! how I love to 
hear a wretch curſe himſelf for loving on, or now and 
then coming out with a—— 

« Yet for the plague of human race, 
* This devil has an angel's face. 

L. Ea. At this rate, I don't ſee you allow reputati- 
on to be at all eſſential to a fine woman. 

L. Bet. Juſt as much as honour to a great man: 
power always is above ſcandal : don't you hear people 
tay, the King of France owes molt of his conqueſts to 
breakiag his word ? and would not the confederates 
have a be time on't, if they were only to go to war 
with reproaches? Indeed, my dear, that jewel reputa- 
tion 1s a very fanciful buſineſs! one ſhall not ſee an 
homely ereature in town, but wears it in her mouth as 

- monftroufty 
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monſtrouſly as the Indians do bobs at their lips, and it 

really becomes them juſt alike. | 

L. Eaſy. Have a care, my dear, of truſting too far 

to power alone: for nothing is more ridiculous than the 

fall of pride; and woman's pride at beſt may be ſu- 

ſpected to be more a diſtruſt, than a real contempt of 

mankind : for when we have ſaid all we can, a deſer- 

ving huſband 1s certainly our beſt happineſs; and I 

don't queſtion but my Lord Morelowe's merit, in a little 

time, will make you think ſo too; for whatever airs 

| you give yourſelf to the world, I'm ſure your heart 
x don't want good-nature. | 

L. Bet. You are miſtaken, I am very ill-natur'd, tho 


your good-humour won't let you ſee it. 

5 L. Eaſy. Then to give me a proof on't, let me ſee 
you refule to go immediately and dine with me, after 
b I have promis'd Sir Char/es to bring you. 

n L. Bet. Pray don't aſk me. 

f L. Eafp. Why ? 

it L. Bet. Becauſe to let you ſee I hate good-nature, 
', I'll go without aſking, that you-may'nt have the malice 
at to ſay I did you a favour. 
r, L. Eaſy. Thou art a mad creature. ¶ Exit arm and arm. 


to The S CEN E changes to Sir CHARLES's lodgings. 


Lord Mok ELOVE and Sir CHARLES at piquet. 
Sir Char. FNXOME, my Lord, one ſingle game for the 
tout, and ſo have done. p 
L. Mor. No, hang'em, I have enough of em; il 
cards are the dulleſt company in the world How much 


in: is it? 

ple Sir Char, Three parties. 

5 tO L. Mor. Fifteen pound——very well. 

ates [ile L. Morelove counts out his money, a ſervant gives 
War Sir Charles a letter, aubich he reads to himſelf. ] 
uta- Sir Char. [to the Servant] Give my ſervice, ſay I have 
> an company dines with me; if I have time, I'll call there in 


the afternoon — ha ! ha! ha [Exit Serv. 


F 
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L. Mor. What's the matter——there 
| [ Paying the money, 
Sir Char. The old affair —my Lady Graveairs. 

L. Mor. O! pr'ythee how does that go on? 

Sir Char. As agreeably as a chancery ſuit; for now 
it's come to the intolerable plague of my not being able 
to get rid on't; as you may ſee— [Giving the letter, 
L. Mor. [ Reads} + Your behaviour ſince I came to 

* Windſor, has convinc'd me of your villany with- 
* out my being ſurpris'd, or angry at it: I deſire 
« you would let me ſee you at my lodgings imme- 
% diately, where I ſhall have a better opportunity to 
* convince you, that I never can, or poſitively will 
& be as I have been. Yours, &c. 
A very whimſical letter !—Paith, I think, ſhe has hard 
luck with you ; if a man were obliged to have a mi- 
ſtreſs, her perſon and condition ſęem to be cut out for 
the eaſe of a lover : for ſhe's a young, handſome, wild, 
well-jointered widow—— But what's your quarrel ? 

Sir Char. Nothing —— ſhe ſees the coolneſs happens 
to be firſt on my fide, and her buſineſs with me now, 
I ſuppoſe, is to convince me, how heartily ſhe's vex'd 
that ſhe was not beforehand with me. 

L. Mor. Her pride and your indifference muſt occa- 
ſion. a pleaſant ſcene ſure ; what do ye intend to do? 

Sir Char. Treat her with a cold familiar air, till ! 
Pique her to forbid me her fight, and then take her at 
her word. 

L. M. Very gallant and provoking. [ Enter à Serwant. 

Serv, Sir, my Lord Foppington [ Exit, 

Sir Char. O—now, my Lord, if you have a mind to 
be let into the myſtery of making love without pain 
here's one that's a maſter of the art, and ſhall declaun 
to you 


* 


Enter Lord FoppincToON, 
My dear Lord Foppington ! 
L. Fop. My dear agreeable ! Que je t embraſſe] para 
Wil y @ cent ans que je ne te wveu my Lord, I am your 
Lordſhip's molt obedient humble ſervant. 


L. 
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L. Mar. My Lord, I kiſs your hands I hope we 
ſhall have you here ſome time ; you ſeem to have laid 
in a ſtock of health to be in at the diverſions of the 
place — You look extremely well. 

L. Fop. To ſee one's triend look ſo, my Lord, may 
eaſily give a vermeile to one's complexion, 


Sir Char. Lovers in hope, my Lord, always have a 
viſible brilliant in their eyes and air. 


L. Fop. What doſt thou mean, Charles? 
Sir Char, Come, come, confeſs what really brought 
you to Wind/er, now you have no buſineſs there? 


L. Fop. Why, two hours, and fix of the beſt nags in 
Chriſtendom, or the devil drive me. 


L. Mor. You make haſte, my Lord, 

L. Fop. My Lord, I always fly when IT purſue But 
they are well kept indeed I love to have creatures 
go as I bid em; you have ſeen em, Charles, but io has 
all the world; Foppington's long tails are known in e- 
very road in England. 


Sir Char. Well, my Lord; but how came they to 


bring you this road? You don't uſe to take theſe irre- 
; gular jaunts without ſome defign in your head of ha- 
1 ving more than nothing to do. 

L. Fop. Pſhaw ! pox ! prythee Charles, thou know 'ſt 
1 I am a fellow ans conſeguence, be where J will. 

Sir Char. Nay, nay, this is too much among friends. 
1 my Lord; come, come, — we muſt have it, your real 
at buſineſs here ? 


L. Fop. Why then, entre nous, there is a certain fille 
de joye about the court here that loves winning at cards 
better than all the fine things J have been able to ſay 
to her, —ſo I have brought an odd thouſand bill in my 
pocket that I deſign, tete à tete, to play off with her at 

piquet, or ſo; and now the buſineſs is out. 
Sir Char. Ah! and a very good buſineſs too, my Lord. 
L. Fop. If it be well done, Charles 
Sir Char. That's as you manage your cards, my Lord. 
L. Mor. This muſt be a woman of conſequence, by 
the value you ſet upon her favours, | 83 
N rr ir 
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Sir Char. O] nothing's above the price of a fine wo. 
man. 

L. Fg. Nay, look you, gentlemen, the price may 
not happen to be altogether ſo high neither for I fan- 
cy I know enough of the game, to make it but an even 
bett, I get her for nothing. | 

L. Mar. How fo, my Lord? 

L. Fop. Becauſe, if ſhe happen to loſe a good ſum to 
me, I ſhall buy her with her own money. 

L. Mor. that's new, I confeſs. 

L. Fop. You know, Charles, tis not impoſſible but I 
may be five hundred pounds deep with her—then bills 
may fall ſhort, and the devil's in't if I want aſſurance 
to aſk her to pay me ſome way or other. 

Sir Char, And a man muſt be a churl indeed, that 
won't take a Lady's perional ſecurity ; hah ! hah ! hah 

L. F:p. Heh ! heh ! heh! thou art a devil, Char/-.. 

L. Mor. Death! how happy is this coxcomb? [Ad. 

L. Fop. But to tell you the truth, gentlemen, — 
J had another preſling temptation that brought me hi- 
ther, which was my wife. 

L. Mor. That's kind indeed, my Lady has been 
here this month, ſhe'll be glad to ſee you. 

L. Fop. That I don't know ; for I deſign this after- 
noon to ſend her to London. 

L. Mor. What ! the ſame day you come, my Lord ? 
that would be crnel. 

L. Fep. Ay, but it will be mighty convenient, for 
ſhe is poſitively of no manner of uſe in my amours. 

L. Mor. That's your fault, the town thinks her a 
very deſerving woman. 

L. Fop. If ſhe were a woman of the town, perhaps 
I ſhou'd think ſo too; but ſhe happens to be my wife, 
and when a wife is once given to deſerve more than 
her huſband's inclinations can pay, in my mind ſhe 
has no merit at all. 

L. Mor. She's extremely well-bred, and of a very 
prudent conduct. h | 

L. Fop. Um ——ay——the woman's proud enough. 

L. Mer, 


- 


/ 
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L. Mor. Add to this, all the world allows her hand- 


ſom. | 


L. Fep. The world's extremely civil, my Lord; and 
I ſhould take it as a favour done to me, if they could 
find an expedient to unmarry the poor woman from 
the only man in che world that can't think her hand- 
ſom. 

L. Mor. I believe there are a great many in the world 
that are ſorry tis not in their power to unmarry her. 

L. Fop. 1 am a great many in the world's very hum- 
ble ſervant, and whenever they find 'tis in their power, 
their high and mighty wiſdoms may command me at 
a quarter of an hour's warning. | . 

L. Mor. Pray, my Lord, what did you marry for? 

L Fop. To pay my debts at play, and diſinherit my 


younger brother. 


L. Mor. But there are ſome things due to a wife. 

L. Fop. And there are ſome debts I don't care to 
pay——to both which I plead huſband, and my Lord. 

L. Mor. If I ſhould do fo, I ſhou'd expect to have 
my own coach ſtopt in the ſtreet, and to meet my wife 
with the windows up in a hackney. 

L. Fop. Then wou'd I put in bail, and order a ſe- 
parate maintenance. 

L. Mor. So pay double the ſum of the debt, and be 
marry'd for nothing. | | 

L. Fop. Now I think deferring a dun, and getting 


rid of one's wife, are two the moſt agreeable ſweets in 


the liberties of an Enxgliſb ſubject. | 
L. Mor. If I were marry'd, I wou'd as ſoon part 
from my eſtate, as my wife. 
I. Fop. Now I wou'd not, ſun burn me if I wou'd. 
L. Mor. Death! But ſince you are thus indifferent, 
my Lord, Why would you needs marry a woman of ſo 
much merit? Cou'd not you have laid out your ſpleen. 
upon ſome ill-natur'd ſhrew, that wanted the plague 
of an ill huſband, and have let her alone to ſome plain, 
honeſt man of quality that would have deſerv'd her. 
E L. Fop. 
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L. Fop. Why faith, my Lord, that might have been 
conſidered; but I really grew ſo paſſionately fond of 
her fortune, that, curſe catch me, I was quite blind 
to the reſt of her good qualities: for to tell you the 
truth, if it had been poſſible the old put of a peer 
cou'd have toſs'd me in t'other five thouſand for em, 
by my conſent, the ſhou'd have relinquiſh'd her merit 
and virtues to any of her younger ſiſters. SOUP 

Sir Char, Ay, ay, my Lord, virtues in a wife are 
good for nothing buc to make her proud, and put the 
world in mind of her huſband's faults. 

L. Fop. Right, Charles: and, ftrike me blind, but 
the women of virtue are now grown ſuch idiots in love, 
they expect of a man, juſt as they do of a coach- 


| Horſe, that one's appetite, like t'other's fleſh, ſhould in- 
- creaſe by feeding. | 


Sir Char. Right, my Lord, and don't conſider, that 


 Toutjours chapons bouilles will never do with an Exgliſb 


ſtomach. UT 
L. Fep. Ha! ha! ha! To tell you the truth, 


Charles, | have known ſo much of that ſort of eating, 


that I now think, for an hearty meal, no wild fow! 
in Europe is comparable to a joint of Banſtead mut- 
ton. 

L. Mor. How do you mean? key | 

L. Fop. Why, that for my part, I had rather have 
a plain ſlice of my wife's woman, than my guts full of 
e er an Ortolan Ducheſs in Chriſtendom. 

L. Mor. But I thought, my Lord, your chief buſi- 
neſs now at Vinaſor had been your deſign upon a wo- 
man of quality, 

L. Fop. That's true, my Lord, tho' I don't think 
your fine Lady the beſt diſh myſelf, yet a man of qua- 
lity can't be without ſuch things at his table. 

L. Mer. O! then you only deſire the reputation of 


an affair with her. | 


L. Fop. I think the reputation is the moſt inviting 
part of an amour with moſt women of quality. 
I. Mor. Why jo, my Lord? 
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L. Fop. Why, who the devil would run through all 
the degrees of form and ceremony, that lead one up 


to the laſt favour, if it were not for the reputation of 


underſtanding the neareſt way to get over the diffi- 
culty ? 06H | | 

L. Mar. But, my Lord does not the reputation of 
your being ſo general an undertaker frighten the wo- 
men from engaging with you? For they ſay, no man 
can love but one at a time. | 7 

L. Fag. That's juſt one more than ever I came up to; 
for, ſtop my-breath, if ever I lov'd one in my life. 

L Mor. How do you get em then? Nn 

L. Fop. Why, ſometimes as they get other people: 
Idreſs, and let them get me; or, if that won't do, as 
J got my title, I buy em. £15 WOT 264g S: 

L. Mor. But how can you, that profeſs indifference, 
think it worth your while to come ſo often-up to the 
price of a woman of quality? | 

L. Fop.; Becauſe: you muſt know, my Lord, that 
moſt of them begin now to come down to reaſon ; I 
mean thole that are to be had, for ſome die fools : 
but with the wiſer fort, tis not of late ſo very expen- 
five ;* now and then a Partie guarrie, a jaunt or two 
in a hack to an Iadian houſe, a little: China, an odd 
thing for a gown; or fo, and in three days after you 
meet her at.. the. conveniency of trying it. Chez Mada- 
moijetle d Eping le; | | ; 

Sir Char. Ay, ay, my Lord, and when you are there, 
you know, what between a little chat, a diſh of tea, 


Ma1amoijelles good humour, and a Petit chanſon, or 


two, the devils in't if a man can't fool away the time, 
till he ſees how it looks upon her by candle light. 

L Fop. Heh ' heh! well ſaid, Charles, I'gad I fan- 
cy thee and I have unlac'd many a reputation there— 
Your great Lady is as ſoon undreſs'd as her woman. 

L. Mor. ] could never find it ſo -the ſhame or 
ſcandal of a repulſe always made me afraid of attempt- 
mg a woman of condition. 


Sir 


IL. Mor. How do You know ſhe li d you r: 
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Sir Char. Ha! ha! T'gad, my Lord, you deſerve: 


to be ill us'd, your modeſty's enough to ſpoil any wo- 
man in the world; but my Lord and | underſtand the 
ſex alittle better, we ſee plainly that women are only 


cold, as ſome men are brave, from the modeſty or 


fear of thole that attack 'em. | | 

L. Fop. Right, Charles a man ſhould no more 
p've up his heart to a woman, than his ſword to a 

ully ; they are both as inſolent as the devil after it. 

Sir Char. How do you like that, my Lord? 

F Il. Ade to L. Mor. 

L. Mor. Faith I envy him — But, my Lord, ſup- 
pole your inclination ſhould ſtumble upon a woman 
truely virtuous, would not a ſevere repulſe from ſuch 
an one put you ſtrangely out of countenance ? 

L. Fop. Not at all, my Lord for if a man 
don't mind a box o' the ear in a fair ſtruggle with. 
a freſh country girl, why the duce ſhould he be con- 
cern'd at an impertinent frown for an attack upon a 
woman of quality? 

2 L. Mer. Then you have no notion of a Lady's cru- 

ty ?) 10 10 2 e 

L. Fop. Ha! ha! let me blood, if I think there's 
a greater jelt in nature. I am ready to crack my guts 
with laughing to ſec a ſenſeleſs flirt, becauſe the crea- 
ture happens to have a little pride that ſhe calls virtue 


about her, give herſelf all the inſolent airs of reſent- 


ment and diſdain. to an honeſt fellow, that all tlie 
while does not care three pinches of ſnuff if ſhe and. 
her virtue were to run with their laſt favours through 
the hiſt regiment of guards —— Ha! ha!——— 
it puts me in mind of an affair of mine, ſo imper- 
tnent—— | | | | 

L Mor. © ! that's impoſſible, my Lord pray let's 
heard , 28 £625.70 | 


IL. Fop. Why I happen'd once to be very well in a 


certain man of quality's family, and his wife lik'd me. 
L Fep, 
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L. Fop.s Why from the very moment I told her I 
lik'd her, ſhe never durſt truſt herſelf at the end of a 
room with me. 

L. Mor. That might be her not liking you, 

L. Fop. My Lord —— women of quality don't 
uſe to ſpeak the thing plain but to ſatisfy you 
I did not want encouragement,. I never came there in 
my life, but ſhe did immediately ſmile, and borrow 
my {nuff box. 

Well, 


L. Mor. She lik'd your. ſnuff at leaſt 
but how did ſhe uſe you ? 
L. Fop. By all that's infamous, ſhe jilted me. | 
L. Mor. How! jilt you? | | 
L. Fop. Ay, death's curſe, ſhe jilted me. 
L. Mor. Pray let's hear. 
L. Fop. For when I was pretty well convinc'd ſhe 
- had a mind to me; I one day made her a hint of an 
appointment: upon which, with an inſolent frown in 
| her face (that made her look as ugly as the devil) ſhe 
told me, that if ever I came thither again, her Lord 
ſhould know that ſhe had forbidden me the houſe be- 


_ — * — * y* - * mQ 
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fore; did you ever hear of ſuch a ſlut? 
D Sir Char. Intolerable ! f 
8 L. Mor. But how did her anſwer agree with you? 
L. Fp. O, paſſionately well! for I ſtar'd full in 
E her face, and burſt out a laughing; at which ſhe turn'd 
t- upon her heel, and gave a crack with her fan hke a. 
e coach- Whip, and bridl'd out of the room with the air 
d and complexion of an incens'd turkey-cock.. 
h [ 4 Jervant whiſpers Sir Charles. 
— L. Mr. What did you then? | | 
r- L. Fop. 1 look'd after her, gap'd, threw up 
the ſaſh, and fell a ſinging out of the window — ſo 
t's that you ſee, my Lord, while a man is not in love, 
there's no great affliction in miſſing one's way to a wo- 
1 a man. | | 
ne. Sir Char. Ay, ay, you talk this very well, my Lord; 


but now let's ſee how you dare behave yourſelf upon 
of, action dinner's ſery'd, and the Ladies ſtay for 
5 
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There's one within has been too hard for 


us —— 
as briſk a man as yourſelf. 

L. Mor. I gueſs who you mean — Have a care, 
my Lord, ſhe Il prove your courage for you. 

L. Fep. Will ſhe ! then ſhe's an undone creature, 
For let me tell you, gentlemen, courage is the whole 
myltery of making love, and of more uſe than conduct 
is in war; for the braveſt fellow in Europe may beat 
his brains out againſt the ſtubborn walls of a town—but 
“ Women, born to be controll'd, 2 

« Stoop to the forward, and the bold. [ Exeunt, 


ACT IM SCENE IL 
The 8 C ENE. continues. 


Enter Lord Mor tLove and Sir CuARLES. 


L. Mozz1ove. ; 
O! did not I bear up bravely ? 
Sir Char. Admirably ! with the beſt bred in{o- 
lence in nature, you inſulted like a woman of quality | 
when her country-bred huſband's jealous of her in the | 


wrong, place. f 
L. Mer. Ha! ha! did you obſerve, when I fi 
came into the room, how careleſsly ſhe bruſh'd be e 


eyes over me, and when the company ſaluted me, Hod t 
all the while with her face to the window ? ha ! ha 

Sir Char. What aſtoniſh'd airs ſhe gave herſelf, when 
you.aſk'd her, what made her ſo grave upon her old 
friends ? 

L. Mor. And whenever I offer'd any thing in talk 
what affected care ſhe took to direct her obſervation 
of it to a third perſon ? 

Sir Char. I obſerv'd ſhe * not eat aboey the rum! 
of a pigeon all dinner time. = 
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Ladyſhip had loſt her ſtomach. | 

Sir Char, If you keep your temper, ſhe's undone. 

L. Mor. Provided ſhe ſlicks to her pride, I believe 
I may. | 

$4 Char. Ah ! never fear her; I warrant in the hu- 
mour ſhe is in, ſhe would as ſoon part with her ſenſe 
of feeling. 

L. Mor. Well ! what's to be done next? 

Sir Char. Only obſerve her motions ; for by her be- 
haviour at dinner, I am ſure the deſigns to gall you 
with my Lord Foppington: if ſo, you muſt even ſtand 
her fire, and then play my Lady Grawearrs upon her, 
whom I'll immediately pique and prepare for your pur- 

le. 

Te Mor. I underſtand you the propereſt woman 
in the world too, for ſhe'll certainly encourage the 
leaſt offer from me, in hopes of revenging her flights 

on you. x 

Sir Char. Right, and the very encouragement ſhe 
gives you, at the ſame time will give me a pretence 
to widen the breach of my quarrel to her. 

L Mor. Beſides, Charles, I own ] am fond of any 
attempt that will forward a miſunderſtanding there, 
for your Lady's ſake: a woman ſo truly good in her 
nature, ought to have ſomething more from a man, 
than bare occaſions to prove her goodneſs. | 

Sir Char. Why then, upon honour, my Lord, to 
give you proof that I am poſitively the beſt hafband in 
the world, my wife never yet found me out. 

L. Mor. That may be her being the beſt wife in the 
world ; ſhe, may be, won't find you out. 

Sir Char. Nay, if ſhe won't tell a man of his faults, 
when ſhe ſees 'em, how the duce ſhould he mend 'em? 
but however, you ſee [ am going to leave 'em off as 
fait as I can. 

L. Mor. Being tir'd of a woman is indeed a pretty to- 
lerable aſſurance of a man's not deſigning to fool on 
with her Here ſhe comes, and if | don't * 

rim- 
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L. Mor. And how ſhe colour'd when I told her, her 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


' 
1 
| 
| 
. 


——p— en ens Go oy 


49 Tur CARELESS HUSBAND. 


brim full of reproaches—— You can't take her in a bet- 
ter time — I'll leave you. a | 


Enter Lady GRAVEAIRSV. 
Vour Lordſhips moſt humble ſervant, is the company 


broke up, pray ? 


L. Grav. No, my Lord, they are juſt talking of 
baſſet; my Lord Foppingion has a mind to tally, if your 
Lordſhip would encourage the table. 

L. Mor. O Madam, with all my heart! But Sir 

Charles, I know, is hard ta be got to it; I'll leave your 
Ladyſhip to prevail with him. [Exit L. Morelove. 

Sir Charles and Lady Graveairs /alute coldly, and trifie 

ſome time befors they ſpeak. 

L. Graw. Sir Cha#les, I ſent you a note this morning— 

Sir Char. Yes, Madam, but there were ſome paſi- 
ages I did not expect from your Ladyſhip; you ſeem'd 
to tax me with things that 

L. Grav. Look you, Sir, 'tis not at all material, 
whether I tax'd you with any thing or no: I dont in 
the leaſt deſire to hear you clear yourſelf, upon my word, 
you may be very eaſy as to that matter; for my part, 
I am mighty well ſatisfy'd, things are as they are; all 
J have to fay to you is, that you need not give yourſelf 
the trouble to call at my lodgings this afternoon, if you 
ſhould have time, as you were pleas'd to ſend me word 
——and ſo your ſervant, Sir, that's all [ Going. 

Sir Char. Hold, Madam. | 

L. Graw. Look you, Sir Charles, 'tis not your calling 
me back that will ſignify any thing, I can aſſure you. 

'Sir Char, Why this extraordinary haſte, Madam ? 

L. Graw. In ſhort, Sir Charles, I have taken a great 
many things from you of late, that you know I have of- 


ten told you I would poſitively bear no longer: —But l 
ſiee things are in vain, and the more people ſtrive to ob- 


lige people, the leſs they are thank'd for't: and ſince 
there muſt be an end of one's ridiculouſneſs one time or 
other, I don't ſee any time ſo proper as the preſent, and 
therefore, Sir, I defire you'd think of things __— 
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ly your ſervant — [Going, he holds her. 

Sir Char, Nay, Madam, let's ſtart fair however ; 
you ought at leaſt to ſtay till I'm as ready as your 
Ladyſhip ; and then if we muſt part 

Adieu ye ſilent grots, and ſhady groves ; 
Ye ſoft amuſements of our growing loves; 
Aﬀeaedly < Adieu ye whiſper'd ſighs that fann'd the 
re, 
; And all the thrilling joys of young deſire. 

L. Grav. O mighty well, Sir: I am very glad we are 
at laſt come to a right underſtanding, the only way I 
have long wiſh'd for; not but I'd have you to know, I 
ſee your deſign thro' all your painted eaſe of reſigna- 
tion: I know you'd give your foul to make me uneaſy 
now. 

Sir Char. O fy, Madam, upon my word, I would 
not make you unealy, if it were in my power. 

L. Grav. O dear Sir, you need not take ſuch care, 
upon my word ; you'll find I can part with you with- 
out the leaſt diſorder 'I try at leaſt, and fo once 
more, and for ever, Sir, your ſervant: not but you muſt 
give me leave to tell you as my laſt thought of you too, 
that | do think you are a villain— 


[ Exit haſlily. 
Sir Char. O your very humble ſervant, Madam 
[ Boxwing low. 
What a charming quality is a woman's pride, that's 
firong enough to refaſe a man her favours, when he's 
weary of em— Ah! [ Lady Graveairs returns. 
L. Grav. Look you, Sir CHarle. don't preſume up- 
on the eaſineſs of my temper: for to convince you that 
Jam poſitively in earneit in this matter, 1 deſire you 
would let me have what letters you have had of mine 
ſince you came to Wind/or, and | expect you'll return 
the reſt, as I will yours, as ſoon as we come to London. 
Sir Char. Upon my faith, Madam, I never kept 
any; Lalway's put ſnuff in em, ard ſo they wear out. 
L. Graw. Sir Charles, | muſt have em, for poſitively 
I won't ſtir without em. 
| F Sir 
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Sir Char, Ha! then I muſt be civil, I ſee. A lde. 
Perhaps, Madam, I have no mind to part with them 
or you. 

L. Grav, Look you, Sir, all thoſe ſort of things are 
in vain, now there's an end of every thing between us 
If you ſay you won't give em, I muſt e en get em 
as well as I can. e 

Sir Char, Hah! that wont do then, I find. [ 4/4, 

L. Grav. Who's there ? Mrs. Edging—Your keeping 
a letter, Sir, won't keep me, I'Il aſſure you. 


| [Enter EpcGinG. 

Edg. Did your Ladyſhip call me, Madam? 

L. Grav. Ay, child, pray do me the favour to fetch 
my ſcarf out of the dining room. 

Edo. Yes, Madam 

Sir Char. O! then there's hope again. [ Afiae, 

Zag. Ha! ſhe looks as if my maſter had quarrell'd 
with her; I hope ſhe's going away in a huft—ſhe ſhan't 
ſtay for her ſcarf, I warrant her 1 his is pare. 
| | [Afide. Exit ſmiling, 

L. Graw. Pray Sir Charles, before I go, give me leave 
now, after all, to aſk you why you have us'd me 
thus ? 

Sir Char. What is it you call uſage, Madam ? 

L. Graw. Why then, ſince you will have it, how comes 
it you have been ſo groſly careleſs and neglectful of me 
of late? Only tell me ſeriouſly wherein I have deſerv'd 
this. 

Sir Char. Why then, ſeriouſly, Madam —— 


Re. enter EDG1nG with à ſcarf. 


We are interrupted 
Eqdg. Here's your Ladyſhip's ſcarf, Madam. 
L. Grave. Thank you, Mrs Edging. —O law! pray 

will you let ſome body get me a chair to the door. 

Eag. Humh! ſhe might ha ve told me that before, it 
ſhe had been in ſuch haſt to go Exit. 
L. Grav. Now, Sir. m 5 

i 
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Sir Char. Then ſeriouſly, I ſay, I am of late grown 
ſo very lazy in my plealures, that I had rather loſe a 
woman than go through the plague and trouble of ha- 
ving or keeping her; and to be free, I have found ſo 
much even in my acquaintance with you, whom ] con- 
feſs to be a miſtreſs in the art of pleaſing, that 1 am 
from henceforth reſolv'd to follow no pleaſure that a- 
riſes above the degree of amuſement —and that wo- 
man that expects I ſhould make her my buſineſs ; why 


like my buſineſs, is then ina fair way of being 


forgot: —when once ſhe comes to reproach me with 
vows, and uſage, and ſtuff— I had as lief hear her 
talk of bills, bonds, and ejectments; her paſſion be- 
comes as troubleſome as a law ſuit, and 1 would as 
ſoon converſe with my ſolicitor — In ſhort, I ſhall 
never care ſixpence for any woman that won't be obe- 
dient. 

L. Grav. I'll ſwear, Sir, you have a very free way 
of treating people; I am glad I am ſo well acquaint- 
ed with your principles however ————and you'd 
have me obedient ? 

Sir Char. Why not? my wife's ſo, and I think ſhe 
has as much pretence to be proud as your Ladyſhip. 


L. Grav. Lard ! is there no chair to be had, I wan» 
der? 


Enter EDcixG. 

Edg. Here's a chair, Madam. 

L. Grav. "Tis very well, Mrs Edging: pray will 
you let ſome body ger me a glaſs of fair water. 

Edg. Humh! her huff's almoſt over, I ſuppoſe 
I ſee he's a villain Rill. [ Exit. 

L. Grav. Well that was the prettieſt fancy about o- 
bedience ſure that ever was ! certainly a woman of con- 
dition mult be infinitely happy under the dominion of 
ſo generous a lover ! But how came you to forget kick- 
ing and whipping all this while ? methinks you ſhould 
not have left ſo faitionable an article out of your 
icheme of government. 


Sir 
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Sir Char. Um! no, there is too much trouble in 
that, though I have known 'em of admirable uſe in 
the reformation of {ome humourſome gentlewomen, 

L. Graw But one thing more and J have done 
pray what degree of ſpirit muſt the Lady have, that is 
to make herſelf happy under ſo much freedom, order 
and tranquillity? 

Sir Char. O! ſhe muſt at leaſt have as much ſpirit 28 
your Ladyſhip, or ſhe'd give me no pleaſure in break- 
ing it, 

* Grau. No, that would be troubleſome you 
had better take one that's broken to your hand. 
there are ſuch ſouls to be hir d, I believe; things 
that will rub your temples in an evening till you tall 
faſt afleep in their laps. Creatures too that think their 
wages their reward; I fancy, at laſt, that will be 
the beſt method for the lazy paſſion of a marry d man, 
that has outliv'd his any other ſenſe of gratification. 

Sir Cher. Look you, Madam, ] have lov'd you 
very well a great while; now you wou'd have me 
love you better and longer, which is not in my power 
to do, and I don't think there's any plague upon earth 
like a dun that comes for more money than one's ever 
likely*to be able to pay. 

L. Grav. A dun! do you take me for a dun, Sir? 


do ] come a dunning to you? [Watks in a heat. 
Sir Char. H'it ! don't expoſe yourſelf—— here's com - 
pany. 


L. Graw. I care not A dun! you ſhall ſee, Sir, 
T can revenge an affront, tho' I deſpiſe the wretch 
that offers it A dun! O! I cou'd dic with laugh- 
ing at the ſancy. | [ Exit, 

Sir Car. So! ſhe's in admirable order ——Hetre 
comes my Lord, and I'm afraid in the very nick of 
his occaſion for her. 


Eater Lord MorztLove. 
L. Mer. O Chaihs! undone again! all's loſt and 


ruin'd. 
Sir 
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Sir Char. What's the matter now ? 

L. Mor. 1 have been playing the fool yonder even 
to contempt, my ſenieleſs jealouſy has confeſs'd a 
weaknels 1 never ſhall forgive myſelf ——She has in- 
ſulted on it to that degree too ——1 can't bear though 
O! Charles ! this devil ſtill is miſtreſs of my heart, 
and | could daſh my brains to think how grolsly too I 
have let her know it. 

Sir Char. Ah! how it would tickle her if ſhe ſaw 
you in this condition: ha! ha! ha! 

L. Mor. Pr'ythee don't torture me: think of ſome 
preſent eaſe, or I ſhall burſt 

Sir Char, Well. well, let's hear, pray 
ſhe done to you ? ha! ha! 

L. Mor. Why ever ſince I left you ſhe treated me 
with ſo much coolneſs and il! nature, and that thing 
of a Lord with io much laughing eaſe, ſuch an ac- 
quainted, ſuch a ſpiteful familiarity, that at the laſt ſhe 
ſaw and triumph'd in my uneaſineſs. ' 

Sir Char. Well! and io you left the room in a pet? 
ha! 

L. Mor. O worſe, worle {till ! for at laſt, with half 
ſhame and anger in my looks, I thruſt myſelf between 
my Lord and her. preſs d her by the hand, and in a 
whiſper trembling begg'd her in pity of herſelf and 
me to ſhew her good humour only where ſhe knew it 
was truly valu'd ; at which ſhe broke from me with a 
cold ſmile, ſat her down by the Peer, whiſper'd him, 
and burit into a loud laughter in my face. 

Sir Char Ha! ha! then would I have given fifty 
pound to have ſeen your face: why, what, in the 
name of common ſenſe, had you to do with humility ? 
will you never have enough on't? death! 'twas ſet- 
ting a lighted match to gunpowder to blow yourſelf 


up. | | | 
L. Mor. I ſee my folly now, Charles but what 
ſhall I do with the remains of life that ſhe has left 


me ? W * 
' i 


\ 
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Sir Char. O throw it at her feet by all means, put 
on your tragedy face, catch faſt hold of her petticoat, 
whip out you handkerchief, and in point blank verſe, 
deſire her one way or other, to make an end of the 
buſineſs. [ In a whining tone. 

L. Mor. What a fool do'ſt thou make me ? 

Sir Char, I only ſhew you, as you come out of her 
hands, my Lord. 

L. Mr. How contemptibly have I behav'd myſelf? 

Sir Char. That's according as you bear her beha- 
viour. 

L. Mor. Bear it! no: I thank thee, Charles —— 
thou hait wak'd me now; and tif | bear it What 
have you done with my Lady Graweairs ? 

Sir Char. Your buſineſs, [ believe—ſhe's ready for 
you, ſhe's juſt gone down ſtairs, and if you don't 
make haite after her, I expect her back again with a 
knife or a piſtol, preſently. 

L. Mr. I'll go this minute. 

Sir Char. No, ftay a little, here comes my Lord: 
we'll ſee what we can get out of him firſt. 

L. Mor. Methinks I now could laugh at her. 


Enter Lord FoyypixcToON. 

L. Fop. Nay pr'ythee, Sir Charles, let's have a little 
of thee We have been ſo chagrin without thee, 
that, ſtop my breath, the Ladies are gone half aſleep 
to church for want of thy company. 

Sir Char, That's hard indeed, f hile your Lordſhip 
was among em: is Lady Betty gone too? 

L. Fop. She was jut upon the xing — but I caught 
her by the ſnuff box, and the pretends to Ray to ſce if 
I'II give it her again. or no. 

L. Mor. Death! tis that J gave her, and the only 
preſent ſhe ever would receive from me—Aſk him how 
he came by it? { Aide to Sir Char. 

Sir Cher. Pr'ythee don't be uneaſy—— Did ſhe give 
it you, my Lord ? 


L. Fop. 


Ss, * es £v% 


23 


Tur CARELESS HUSBAND. 47 


L. Fop. Faith, Charles, I can't ſay ſhe did, or ſhe 
did not, but we were playing the fool, and I took it 
—a la Pſhaw ! 1 can't tell thee in French neither, 
but Horace touc* 25 it to a nicety 'twas Pignus di- 
reptum male pertinaci. 

L. Mor. So! but I muſt bear it—if your Lordſhip 
has a mind to the box, I'll ſtand by you in the keeping 
of it. | f 

L. Fop. My Lord, I am paſſionately obliged to you, 
but I am afraid I cannot anſwer your hazarding ſo 
much of the Lady's favour. 

L. Mor. Not at all, my Lord: 'tis poſſible I may 
not have the ſame regard to her frown that your Lord- 
ſhip has. 

L. Fop. That's a bite, I am ſure—he'd give a joint 
of his little finger to be as well with her as J am. [ Aſide. 
But here ſhe comes ! Charles, ſtand by me—muſt not 
a man be a vain coxcomb naw, to think this creature 
follow'd him 

Sir Char. Nothing ſo plain, my Lord. 

L. Fop. Flattering devil ! 


Enter Lady BETTY. 

L. Bet. Pſhaw ! my Lord Foppington | prythee don't 
play the fool now, but give me my ſauff-box——Sir 
Charles, help me to take it from him. 

Sir Char. You know I hate trouble, Madam. 

L. Bet. Pooh ! You'll make me ſtay till prayers are 
half over now. 

L. Fop. If you'll promiſe me not to go to church, I'll 
give it you. 

L. Bet. T'll promiſe nothing at all, for poſitively I 


will have it. [Struggling with lun. 
L. Fop. Then comparatively I won't part with it, ha! 
ha ! [ Struggles with ber. 


L. Bet. O you devil! you have kill'd my arm! Oh! 

Well—if you'll let me have it, I'll give you a better. 
L. Mer. O Charles! that has a view of diſtant kind- 
nels in it. [Ade to Sir Charles. 
L Fop. 
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L. Fop. Nay now I keep it ſuperlatively——1 find 
there's a ſecret value in it. 

L. Bet. O diſmal! upon my word, I am only a- 
ſham'd to give it you: do you think I wou'd offer ſuch 
an odious fancy'd thing to any body L had the leaſt va- 
lue for ? 

Sir Char. Now it comes a little nearer, methinks it 
does not ſeem to be any kindneſs at all. 

Ale to Lord Morelove. 

L. Fop. Why, really, Madam, upon ſecond view, 
it has pot extremely the mode of a Lady's utenſil: are 
you ture it never held any thing but ſnuff ? 

L. Bet. O!] you monſter ? 

L. Fep. Nay, I only aſk, becauſe it ſeems to me to 
have very much the air and fancy of Monſieur Smoat- 
and/jot's tobacco box. 

L. Mor. I can bear no more. 

Sir Char, Why don't then; I'll ſtep into the com- 
pany, and return to your relief immediately. [ Exit. 

L. Mor. [Jo L. Bet.] Come, Madam, will your La- 
dyſhip vive me leave to end the difference ſince 
the ſlightneſs of the thing may let you beſtow it with- 
— any mark of favour, ſhall I beg it of your Lady- 

ip? 

L. Bet. O my Lord, no body fooner——1 beg you 
give it my Lord. 

{ Lookrng earnefily on L. Fop. who ſmiling gives it to 

L. Mor. and then bows gravely to her. 

L. Mor. Only to have the honour of reſtoring it to 
your Lordſhip : and it chere be any other trifle of mine, 
4 Lordſhip has a fancy to, tho' it were a miſtreſs, 

con't know any perſon in the world that has (o yoo! 
a claim to my reſi gnation. 

L. Fo. O my Lord this generoſity will diftra& me. 

L. Mor. My Lord, I do you but common juſtice: 
but from your converſation, 1 had never known the 
true value of the fex: you poſitively underſtand em 
the beſt of any man breathing. therefore I think every 
ane of common prudence ought to reſign to you. 

L. Fop. 
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L. Fop. Then poſitively your Lordſhip's the moſt 
obliging perſon in the world, for I'm ſure your judg- 
ment can never like any woman that is not the fineſt 
creature in the univerſe. [ Bowing to L. Betty. 

L. Mor. O] your Lordſhip does me too much honour, 
I have the worſt judgment in the world, no man has 
been more deceiv'd in it. | | 

L. Fop. Then your Lordſhip, I preſume, has been 
apt to chooſe in a maſk, ar by candle-light. | 

L. Mor. In a maſk indeed, my Lord, and of all 
maſks the moſt dangerous. 

L. Fep. Pray what's that, my Lord? 

L. Mor. A bare face. 

L. Fop. Your Lordſhip will pardon me, if I don't fo 


really comprehend how a woman's bare face can hide 


her face. 

L. Mor. It often hides her heart, my Lord, and there- 
fore I think it ſometimes a more dangerous maſk than a 
piece of velvet: that's rather a mark than a diſguiſe 
of an ill woman: but the miſchiefs {kulking behind a 
beautcous form, give no warning ; they are always 
ſure, fatal, and innumerable. 

L. Bet. O barbarous aſperiion ! my Lord Feppingten, 
have you nothing to ſay for the poor women ? 

L. Fop. I muſt confeis, Madam. nothing of this na- 
ture ever happen'd in my courſe of amours : I always 
Judge the beauteous form of a woman to be the moſt 
agreeable part of her compoſition; and when once a 
Lady does me the honour to toſs that into my arms, I 
think myſelf obliged in good-nature, not to quarrel 
about the relt of her equipage. 

L Bet Why ay, my Lord, there's ſome good 
humour in that now. 

L. Mor. He's happy in a plain Eng/i4 ſtomach, Ma- 
dam. ] could recommend a dzth that's perfectly to your 
Lordſhip's guſt, where beauty1s the only ſauce to it. 

L. Bet. So 

L. Fop. My Lord, when my wine's right, I never 
care it ſhould be zeſted. 

G L. 
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L. Mor. I know ſome Ladies wou'd thank you for 
that opinion. 

L. Bet. My Lord Morelove's really grown ſuch a 
churl to the women, I don't only think he is not, but 
can't conceive how he ever could be in love. | 

L. Mor. Upon my word, Madam, I once thought I 
was. [Sniling. 

L. Bet. Fy! fy! how could you think ſo? I fancy now 
you had only a mind to domineer over ſome poor crea- 
ture, and fo you thought you were in love; ha] ha! 

L. Mor. The Lady I lov'd, Madam, grew ſo unfortu- 
nate in her conduct, that ſhe at laſt brought me to treat 
her with the ſame indifference and civility as I now pay 
your Ladythip. 

L. Bet. And ten to one, juſt at that time ſhe never 
thought you ſuch tolerable company. 

L. Mor. That I can't ſay, Madam, for at that time 
ſhe grew ſo affected, there was no judging of her 
thoughts at all. [ Mimicking ber. 

L. Bet. What, and ſo you left the poor Lady? O you 
inconſtant creature 

L. Mor. No, Madam, to have lov'd her on had been 
inconſtancy; for ſhe was never two hours together the 
ſame woman. [ L. Bet and L. Mor. ſeem to talk, 

L. Fop. [ 4fide.] Ha! ha! ha! I ſee he has a mind to 
abuſe her; ſo I'll ev'n give him an opportunity of do- 
ing his buſineſs with her at once for ever—My Lord, I 
perceive your Lordſhip's going to be good company 
to the Lady, and for her ſake I dont think it good 
manners in me to ditturb you 


Enter Sir CHARLES. 
Sir Char. My Lord Fofpingten ! | 
L. Fop. O! Charles! I was juſt wanting thee—hark 
thee - I have three thouſand ſecrets for thee--I have 
made {uch diſcoveries! To tell thee all in one word 
Morelowe's as jealous of me as the devil; heh! heh ! heh! 
Sir Char, 1s't poſlible ? has ſhe given him any occa- 
fion ? | 
L. 
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L. Fop. Only rally'd him to death upon my account; 
ſhe told me within, juſt now, ſhe'd uſe him like a dog, 
and begg'd me to draw off for an opportunity. 

Sir Char. O]! keep in while the ſcent lies, and ſhe's 
your own, my Lord. 

L. Fop. I can't tell that, Charles, but I'm ſure ſhe's 
fairly unharbour'd, and when once I throw off my in- 
clinations, I uſually follow 'em 'till the game has enough 
on't; and between thee and IT ſhe's pretty well blown 
too, ſhe can't ſtand long, I believe, for, curſe catch me, 
if I have not rid down half a thouſand pound after her 
already. 

Sir Char. What do you mean ? 

L. Fop. I have loſt five hundred to her at piquet ſince 
dinner. 

Sir Char. You are a fortunate man, faith ; you are 
reſolv'd not to be thrown out I ſee. 

L. Fop. Hang it! What ſhould a man come out for, 
if he does not keep up to the ſport ? 

Sir Char. Well puſh'd, iny Lord. 

L. Fop. Tayo ! have at her 

Sir Char. Down! down, my Lord——ah——'ware 
hanches. 

L. Fep. Ah! Charles | Embracing him] Pr'ythee let's 
obſerve a little, there's a fooliſh cur, now I have run 
her to a ſtand, has a mind to be at her by himſelf, .and 
thou ſhalt ſee ſhe won't ſtir out of her way for him. 

[They fland aſide. 
L. Mor. Ha! ha! Your Ladyfhip's very grave of a 
fudden, you look as if your lover had inſolently reco- 
ver'd his common tenſes. 

L. Bet. And your Lordſhip is fo very gay, and unlike 
yourſelf, one wou'd ſwear you were juſt come from the 
pleaſure of making your Miſtreſs afraid of you. 

L. Mor. No, faith, quite contrary—for do you knov-, 
Madam, I have juſt found out, that upon your account 
I have made myſelf one of the moſt ridiculous puppies 
upon the face of the earth I have upon my 
faith ! nay and ſo extravagantly ſuch or 
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ha! ha! that it's at laſt become a jeſt even to myſelf; 
and | can't help laughing at it for the foul of me; ha! 
ha! ha! 

L. Bet. I want to cure him of that laugh now [ Ide. 
My Lord, fince you are fo generous I']] tell you another 
* do you know too, that I ſtill find (ſpite of all 
your great wiſdom and my contemptible qualities, as 

ou are pleas'd now and then to call them: ) do you 
=> | fay, that i ſec under all this, you ſtill love me 
with the ſame helpleſs paſſion; and can your vaſt fore- 
ſight imagine I won't ule you accorcingly, for theſe ex- 
traordinary airs you are pleas'd to give yourlelf ? 

L. My. O by all means, Madam, tis fit you ſhould, 
and I expect it, whenever it is in your po er Con- 
fuſion ! [ Alide. 

L. Bet. My Lord, you have talk'd to me this half 
hour, without confeſſing pain. {| Paujer and affects to 
gafe.] only remember it. 

L. Mir. Hell and tortures ! 

L. Bet. What did you ſay, my Lord? 

L. Mor. Fire and 4uries! 

L. Bet. Ha! ha! he's diſorder' d Now I am eaſy 
—— I\Iy Lord Poppington, have you a mind to your re- 
venge it piquet ? 

L. Fep. I have always a mind to an opportunity of 
entertaining your Ladyſhip, Madam. 

[L. Betty cue i with L. Fop. 

L. Mor. O Charles he inſolence of this woman 
might furniſh out a thouſard devils, 

Sir Char. And your temper is enough to furniſh out 
a thouſand ſuch women Come away I have bu- 
ſine is for you upon the terraſs. 

L. Aer. Let me but ſpeak one word to her 

Sir Char. Not a ſyllable — the tonvuc's a weapon 
you'll alw yy: have the worlt at: for I ſce you have no 

vard, and {he carries a deviliſh edge. 

L. Bet. Ny Lord, don't let any thing I've (id 
frighten you away ; for if you have the 'call inclination 
to lay ane rail, you know the old cond tions, tis ut 


your 
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your aſking me pardon next day, and you may give 
your pauion any liberty you think fit. 

L Mor. Daggers and death! 

Sir Char. Are you mad ? 

L. Mer. Let me ipeak to her now, or I ſhall burſt— 

Sir Char. U;on condition you'll ſpeak no more of 
her to me. my Lord, do as you pleaſe. 

L. Mor. Pi'ythee pardon mel know not what to do. 

Sir Char, Come along I'll ſet you to work I war- 
rant you Nay, nay, none of your parting ogles— 
Will you go ? 

L. Mor. Yes 


and I hope for ever 
(Ex. Sir. Charles pulling azvay L. Mor. 

L. Fep. Ha! ha! ha! Did ever mortal monſter tet 
up for a lover with ſuch unfortunate qualifications ? 

L Bet. Indeed, my Lord Mzrelove has ſomething 
ſtrangely ſingular in his manner. 

L. Fop. I thought I ſhould have burſt to ſee the crea- 
ture pretend to rally, and give himſelf the airs of one 
of us but, run me through, Madam, your Ladyſhip 

uih'd like a fencing- maſter, that aft thruſt was a coup 
de grace. I believe I'm afraid his Honour will hard- 
ly meet your Ladyſhip in haſte again. 

L. Bet. Not unleſs his ſecond, Sir Charles, keeps him 
better in practice, perhaps — Well the humour of this 
creature has done me ſignal tervice to day, I mult keep 
it up for tear ot a ſecond engagement. [ 4fide. 

L Fip. Never was poor wit fo foil'd at his own wea- 
pon ſure. 

L. Bet. Wit? had he ever any pretence to it? 

L. Fo. Ha! ha! he has not much in love, I think, 
though he wears the reputation of a very pretty young 
fellow. an one lome ſort of people ; but, ſtrike me ſtu- 
pid, if ever | could diſcover common ſenſe in all the 
progreis of his amours: he expects a woman ſhould like 
hin. tor endeavouring to convince her, that ſhe has not 
one good quality belony Ling to the whole compoſition 
of x foul ar q body. 

L. Bet. That, I ſuppoſe, is only in a modeſt * 
that 
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that he'll merd her faults, to qualify herſelf for his vaſt 


merit, ha! ha 
L. Fop. Poor Morelowe, I ſee ſhe can't endure him. 
[ Has. 

L. Bet. Or if one really had all thoſe faults, he does 
not conſider, that fincerity in love is as much out of 
faſhion as ſweet ſnuff; no body takes it now. 

L Fo. O! no mortal, Madam, unlefs it be here and 
there a Squire that's making his lawful court to the 
cherry-cheek charms of my Lord Biſhop's —_ fat 
daughter in the country. 

L. Bet. O what a ſurfeiting couple has he put toge- 
ther [Throwing her hand careleſsly upon his. 

L. Fop. Fond of me by all that's tender Poor 
fool, I'll give thee eaſe immediately. [ Aae]! — But, 
Madam, yon were pleaſed juſt now to offer me my re- 
venge at piquet——Now here's no body within, and 
I think we can't make uſe of a better opportunity. 

L. Be,. O! no: not now, my Lord! — I have a 
favour I would fain beg of you firſt. 

L. Fep. But time, Madam, is very precious in this 
place, and] ſhall not eafily forgive myſelf if I don't 
take him by the forelock. 

L. Ber. But I have a great mind to have a little 
more ſport with my Lord Mirelove firſt, and would fain 
beg your afliftance. 

L. Fop. O! with all my heart; and, upon ſecond 
thoughts, I don't know but piquing a rival in public 
may be as good ſport, as being well with a miſtreſs in 
private: for, after all, the pieaſure of a fine woman is 
hke that of her own virtue, not ſo much in the thing as 
the reputation of having it. [Aae] — Well, Madam, 
but how can 1 ſerve you in this affair? 

L. Bet. Why, methought, as my Lord Morelowe 
went out, he ſhew'd a ſtern reſentment in his look, 
thitſeem'd to threaten me with rebellion and downright 
defiance: now I have a great fancy, that you and [ 
Niould follow him to the terraſs, and laugh at his reſo- 
lution before he has time to put it in practice. 


L. 
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L. Fop. And fo puniſh his fault before he commits 
it! ha! ha! ha! 

L. Bet. Nay, we won't give him time, if his cou- 
rage ſhould fail, to repent it. 

L. Fep. Ha! ha! ha! let me blood if I don't long to 
be at it, ha! ha! 

L. Bet. O! "twill be ſuch diverſion to ſee him bite 
his lips, and broil within, only with ſeeing us ready to 
ſplit our ſides in laughing at nothing, ha! ha! 

L. Fop. Ha! ha! | ſee, the creature does really like 
me, [ Aſde.] And then, Madam, to hear him hum a 
broken piece of a tune, in affectation of his not mind- 
ing us—'twill be ſo fooliſh when we know he loves us to 
death all the while, ha! ha! 

L. Bet. And if at laſt his ſage mouth ſhou'd open in 
ſurly contradiction of our humour, then will we, in 
pure oppoſition to his, immediately fall foul upon every 
thing that is not gallant, and faſhionable; conſtancy 
ſhall be the mark of age and uglineſs, virtue a jeſt, we'll 
rally diſcretion out of doors, lay gravity at our feet, 
and only love, free love, diſorder, liberty and pleaſure 
be our ſtanding principles. 

L. Fop. Madam, you tranſport me : for if ever I was 
obliged tonaturefor any one tolerable qualification 'twas 
pofitively the talent of being exuberantly pleaſant upon 
this ſubject —TI am impatient—- my fancy's up- 
on the wing already let's fly to him. 

L. Bet. No, no; ſtay till I am juſt got out, our go- 
ing together won't be ſo proper. 

L. Fop. As your Ladyſhip pleaſes, Madam —— But 
when this affair is over, you won't forget that I have a 
certain revenge due. 

L Bet. Ay! ay! after ſupper I am for you——— Nay, 
you ſhan't ſtir a ſtep, my Lord — _ 

[ Seeing her to the door. 

L. Fp. Only to tell you, you have fix'd me yours to 
the laſt exiſtence of my ſoul's eternal entity 

L. Bet. O, your ſervant. . [ Exit. 

L. Fop. Ha! ha! ſtark mad for me, by all that's 
handſome 
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handſome ! poor More/ove ! that a fellow who has ever 
been abroad thould think a woman of her ſpirit is to 
be taken, as the confederates do towns, by a regular 
fiege, when to many of the French ſucceſies might have 
ſhewn- him the tureti way 1s to whiſper the GOV Hor 
How can a coxcomb give himlelt the fati ue of bom- 
barding a woman's undetſtanding, when he may with 
ſo much caſe make a friend of her- conſtitution— I'll ſee 
if i can ſhew him a little French play with Lady Betty— 
let me ſee— Ay, Ill make an end of it the old way, 
get her into piquet at her own lodgings — not mind 
one tittle of my play, give her every game before the's 
half up, that ſhe may judge the ſtrength of my inclina- 
tion by my haſte of loſing up to her price; then of a 
ſudden, with a familiar Icer, cry Rat piquet— {weep 
counters, cards and money all upon the floor, & donc 
affaire eft faite. [ Exit, 


err. SCENE . 


The SCENE, The Caſtle Terraſs 


Enter Lady Br v, and Lady EAs v. 


L. EAas v. 

Y dear, you really talk to me as if I were your 

lover, and not your friend; orelſe J am ſo dull, 

that by all you've ſaid I can't make the leaſt gueſs 

at your real thought. Can you be ſerious for a mo- 
ment ? 

L. Bet. Not eaſiy: but I would do more to oblige 

you. 

L. Eafy. Then rray deal ingenuouſly, and tell me 

without reſerve, are you ſure you don't love my Lord 

Morelove ? = 


L. 


a, 
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L. Ber. Then ſeriouſly think not —— But be- 
cauſe I won't be poſitive, you ſhall judge by the work of 
my ſymptoms ———Firſt, 1 own | like his converſa- 
tion, his perſon has neither fault, nor beauty well e- 
nough don't remember I ever ſecretly wiſh'd my- 
ſelf married to him, or [that I ever ſeriouſly 1ꝗe- 
ſolv'd againſt it. 

L. Ea/y. Well, fo far you are tolerably ſafe—— 
but come as to his manner of addreſung io you, 
what effect has that had? 

L. Bet. I am not a little pleas'd to obſerve few men 
follow a woman with the ſame fatigue and ſpirit, that 
he does me——am more pleas'd when he lets me utc 
him ill; and if ever J have a favourable thought of 


him, tis when I ſce he can't bear that uſage. 


L. Eazy. Have a care, that lait is a dangerous ſym- 
ptom he pleaſes your pride, I find. 

L. Bet. Oh! perfectly: in that 
tal ever can come up to him. 

L. Eajy. But now, my dear! now comes the main 
point——jealouſy ! are you ſure you have never been 
touch'd with it! Tell me that with a ſafe conſcience, 
and then I pronounce you clear. 

L. Bet. Nay, then I defy him ; for poſitively I was 
never jealous in my life. 

L. Ez/y. How, Madam! have you never been ſtir' d 
enough, to think a woman ſtrangely forward for being 
a little familiar in talk with him ? or are you ſure his 
galantry to another never gave you the leait dilorder ? 


IT own no mor- 


Kere you never, upon no accident, in an apprehenfion 


of loſing him ? 

L. Bet. Hah ! Why, Madam—Blefſs me !—wh— 
wh—why {ure you don't call this jealouſy, my dear? 

L. Eaſy. Nay, nay, that is not the buſineſs— Have 
you ever felt any thing of this nature, Madam ? 

L. Pet Lord! don't be fo haſty, my dear any 
thing of this nature — O lud! I {wear 1 don't like 
it: dear creature, bring me off here; for I am half 
frigheed out of my wits. 


II L. 
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L. Eaſy. Nay, if you can't rally upon't, your wound 
is got over deep, I'm afraid. 

L. Bet. Well, that's comfortably ſaid, however. 

L. Ey. But come to the point—how far have 

you been jealous ! 
I. Bite. Why—O bleſs me! He gave the muſick one 
night to my Lady Langu here upon the terrais : and 
(tho' ſhe and 1 were very good triend-) I remember I 
cou'd not ipeak to her in a week for't—Oh ! 

L. Ea/y. Nay, now you may laugh if you can; for, 
take my word the marks are upon you—Bur come 
what elle ? 

L. Bet. O nothing elſe, upon my word, my dear! 

L. Eaſy. Well, one word more, and then I give 
ſentence : ſuppoſe you were heartily convinc'd, that 
he actually follow'd another woman? 

L. Bet. But, pray, my dear, what occaſion is there 

to ſuppoſe = ſuch thing at all ? 

L. Eajz. Guilty, upon my honour. 

L. Bet. Pſhaw ! I defy him to ſay, that ever I own'd 
me inclination for him. 

L. Eaſy. No, but you have given him terrible leave 
to gueſs it. 

L. Bet. If ever you ſee us meet again, you'll have 
but little reaſon to think ſo, I can aſſure you. 

L. Ea/y. That I ſhall ſee preſently ; for here comes 
Sir Charles, and I'm ſure my Lord can't be far off, 


Enter Sir CHARLES. 
Sir Char. Servant Lady Betty my dear, how do 
ou do ? 
F L. Eaſy, At your ſervice, my dear But pray 
what have you done with my Lord Morelove ? 
L. Bet. Ay, Sir Charles, pray how does your pupil 
do? have you any hopes of him? Is he docible ? 

Sir Char. Well, Madam, to confels your triumph 
over me, as well as him, I own my hopes of him are 
loſt. I offer'd what I cou'd to his inſtruction, but he's 
incorrigibly 
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incorrigibly yours, and undone and the news, I pre- 
ſume, does not diſpleaſe your Ladyſhip. 

L Bet. Fy, fy, Sir Char/es, you diſparage your 
friend, I am afraid you don't take pains with him. 

Sir Char. Ha ! | fancy Lady Betty, your good-nature 
won't let you ſleep a nights: don't you love dearly to 
hurt people ? 

L. Bet. O! your ſervant ; then without a jeſt, the 
man is ſo unfortunate in * want of patience, that let 
me die, if I don't often pity him. 

Sir Char, He ! ſtrange goodneſs -O that I were your 
lover for a month or two. 

L. Bet. What then ! 

Sir Char, 1 wou'd make that pretty heart's blood of 
your's ake in a fortnight. 

L. Bet. Hugh | ſhould hate you, your aſſurance 
wou'd make your addrefs intolerable. 

Sir Char. I believe it wou'd, for 1'd never addrefs 
to you at all. 

L. Bet. O! you clown you! 

[ Hitting him with her fan. 

Sir Char. Why, what todo? to feed a diſeas'd pride, 
that's eternally breaking out in the affectation of an ill 
nature that in my conſcience J believe is but af- 
fectation. | 

L. Bet. You, nor your friend, have no great reaſon 
to complain of my fondneſs, I believe. Ha! ha! ha! 

Sir Char. ¶ Looking earneſtly on her.] | hou infolent crea- 
ture! How can you make a jeſt of a man, whoſe whole 
life's but one continu'd torment from your want of com- 
mon gratitude ? 

L. Bet. Torment! for my part, I really believe him 
as caſy as you are. 

Sir Char. Poor intolerable affectation! You know the 
contrary, you, know him blindly yours, you know your 
power, and the whole pleaſure of your life's the poor 
and low abuſe of it. 

L. Bet. Pray how do I abuſe it——lf I have any 
power, 


Sir 
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Sir Char. You drive him to extremes that make him 
mad, then puniſh him for acting againſt his reaſon: 
you've almoſt turn'd his brain, his common judgment 
fail's him ; he's now, at this very moment, driven by 
his deſpair upon a project, in hopes to free him from 
your power, that J am ſenſible, and ſo muſt any one 
be that has his ſenſe. of courſe muſt ruin him with you, 
for ever; I almoſt bluſh to think of it, yet your unrea- 
ſonable diſdain has forc'd him to it; and ſhould he now 
ſuſpect I offer'd but a hint of it to you, and in con- 
tempt of his deſign, I know he'd call my life to anſwer 
It: but I have no regard to men in madneſs, I rather 
chooſe for once to truſt in your good-nature, in hopes 
the man, whom your enwary beauty had made miſer— 
able, your generoſity wou'd ſcorn to make ridiculous. 

L. Bet. Sir Charles, you charge me very home, I ne- 

er had it in my inclination to make any thing ridicu- 
tous that did not deſerve it. Pray, what is this buſineſs 
you think ſo extravagant in him? 

Sir Char. Something ſo abſardly raſh and bold, you'l! 
hardly forgive ev'n me that tell it you. 

L Bet. Ofy ! if it be a fault, Sir Charles, I ſhall 
conſider it as nis, not yours. Pray what is it? 

L. Car. ] long to know, methinks. 

Sir Char, You may be jure he did not want my di- 
ſuaſions from it. 

L. Bet. Let's hear it? 

Sir Char. Why this man, whom] have known to love 
vou with ſuch exceſs of gencrous defire, whom I have 
heard in his ecſtatic praiſes on your beauty talk, till from 
the ſoft heat of his deſlilling thoughts the tears have 
talln——— 

L. Bee. O! Sir Charles 


[ Bluſhing. 


Sir Chor. Nay, grudge not, ſince tis paſt, to hear 
what was tho" you contemn'd it once his merit: but 
now 1 own that merit ovght to be forgotten. 

L. Bet. Pray, Sir, be plain. 

Sir Chor, This man, I ſay, whoſe unkappy paſſion 

as ſo ill ſucceeded with you, at laſt has forfened all his 


hopes 
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hopes (into which, pardon me, I confeſs my friendſhip 
had lately flatter'd nim) his hopes of even deterving 
now your loweſt pity or regard. 

L. Bet. You amaze me For I can't ſuppoſe his ut- 
moſt malice dares affault my reputation-—and what— 

Sir Char. No, but he maliciouſly preſumes the world 
will do it for him; and indeed he has taken no unlikely 
means to make em buſy with their tongues: for he is 
this moment upon the open terraſs, in the higheſt pub- 
lick gallantry with my Lady Graweairs. And to con- 
vince the world and me, he {aid he was not that tame 
lover we fancied him, he'd venture to give her the mu- 
ſick to-night: nay, I heard him, before my face, ſpeak 
to one of the hautboys to engage the reſt, and defired 
they would all take their directions only from my Lady 
Graveatrs. 

L. Bet. My Lady Graweairs! truly I think my 
Lord's very much in the right on't——for my part, 
Sir Charles, 1 don't fee any thing in this that's ſo very 
ridiculous, nor indeed that ought to make me think 
either the better or worſe of him for't. 

Sir Char. Pihaw! Phaw! Madam, you and I know 
tis not in his power to renounce you; this is but the 
poor diſguiſe of a reſenting patlion vainly ruffled to a 
torm, which the leaſt gentle look from you can recon» 
cile at will, and laugh into a calm again. 

L. Bet. Indeed, Sir Charles, I ſhan't give myſelf 
that trouble, I believe. 

Sir Char. Sol told him, Madam; Are not all your 
complaints, ſaid I, already owing to her pride, and can 
you ſuppole this public defiance of it (which you know 
you can't make good too) won't incenſe her more a- 
gainſt you ? That's what 1'd have, ſaid he, ſtarting 
wildly Il care not what becomes of me, ſo l but hve 
to ſee her pioued at it. 

L. Ber. Upon my word, I fancy my Lord will find 
himſelf miſtaken | ſhan't be piqued 1 beheve- 
I muſt firſt tave a value for th "Os I loſe before 
it piques me: piqued! ha! ha! na! [ Diſerder d. 
Sir 
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Sir Char. Madam, you've ſaid the very thing I 


urg d to him; I know her temper ſo well ſaid 1, that, 
tho' ſhe doted on you, if you once ſtood out againſt 
her, ſhe'd ſooner burk than ſhew the leaſt motion of 
uneaſineſs. 

L. Bet. I can aſſure you, Sir Charles, my Lord won't 
find himlelf deceiv'd in your opinion ——Piqued ! 

Sir Char. She has it. h [ Aſide. 

L. Ea/y. Alas, poor woman! how little do our paſ- 
ſions make us? 

L. Bet. Not but I wou'd adviſe him to have a little 
regard to my reputation in this buſineſs : I wou'd have 
him take heed of publickly Mronting me. 

Sir Cher. Right, Madam, that's what' T ftrictly 
warn'd him of; for among friends, whenever the world 
ſees him follow another woman, the malicious tea- 
tables will be very apt to be free with your Ladyſſüp. 

L. Bet. I'd have him conſider that, methinks. 

Sir. Char. But alas? Madam, tis not in his power 
to think with reaſon, his mad reſentment has deſtroy d 
even his principles of common honeſty: he conſiders 
nothing but a ſenſeleſs proud revenge, which in his fit 
of lunacy 'tis impoſſible that either threats or danger 
can diſſuade him from. 

L. Bet. What! does he defy me, threaten me! then 
he ſhall ſee, that T have paſſions too, and know, as well 
as he, to ſtir my heart againſt any pride that dares in- 
ſult me. Doss he ſuppoſe I fear him ? Fear the little 
malice of a ſlighted paſſion, that my own ſcorn has 
ſtung into a deſpiſed reſentment! Fear him! O! it 
provokes me to think he dare have ſuch a thought ! 

L. Eaſy. Dear creature, don't diſorder yourſelf fo, 

L. Bet. Let me but live to ſee him once more within 
my power, and J'Il forgive the reſt of fortune. 

L. Eofy. Well! certainly I am very ill-natured ; for 
tho” 1 fee this news has diſturbed my friend, I can't 
help being pleaſed with any hopes of my Lady 
Graveair's being otherwiſe diſpoled of, 6 

Car 
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dear, I am afraid you have provoked her a little too 
far. 

Sir Char. Oh ! not at all—You ſhall ſee, I'll ſweeten 
her, and ſhe'll cool like a diſh of tea. 

L. Bet. I may ſee him with his complaining face 
again 

Sir Char. I am ſorry, Madam, you ſo wrongly judge 
of what I've told you; I was in hopes to have ſtirred 
your pity, not yodr anger; I little thought your gene- 
roſity would puniſh him for faults which you yourſelf 
reſolved he ſhould commit-—-- Yonder he comes 
and all the world with him: Might 1 adviſe you, Ma- 
dam, you ſhould not reſent the thing at aill-— I wou'd 
not ſo much as ſtay to ſee him in his fault; nay, I'd 
be the laſt that heard of it: nothing can iting him 
_— or ſo juſtly puniſh his folly, as your utter neglect 
Ot it. : 

L. Faß. Come, dear creature, be perſuaded, and 
go home with me, indeed it will ſhew more indifte- 
rence to avoid him. 

L. Bet. No, Madam, I'll oblige his vanity for once, 
and ſtay to let him ſee how ſtrangely he has piqued me. 

Sir Char. [ 4/ide.] O, not at all to ſpeak of; you had 
as good part with a little of that pride of yours, or I 
ſhall yet make it a very troubleſome companion to you, 

[ Goes from them and whiſpers Lord Morelove. 


Enter Lord Foppington ; a little after, Lord Morelove, 
Lady Graveairs, and other Ladies. 

L. Fop. Ladies, your ſervant O! we have want- 
ed you beyond reparation {auch diverſion. 

L. Bet. Well! my Lord! have you ſeen my Lord 
Meorel:we ? 

L. Fop. Seen him !-— ha! ha! ha! O, I have 
ſuch things to tell you, Madam—— you'll die 

L. Bet. O pray let's hear em, I was never in a bet- 
ter humour to receive them. 

L. Fip. Hark you. They whiſper. 

L. Mor. So ſhe's engaged already. [To Sir — 

| ir 
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Sir Char, So much the better: make but a juſt ad- 
vantage ot my ſucceſs, and ſhe's undone. 

I. 24. | Ha! ba! hat 

Sir Char. You ſee already what ridiculous pains ſhe's 
taking to ſtir your jealouiy, and cover her- own. 


| b — Ha! ha! ha! 


L. Mor. O never fear me; for, upon my word, it 
now appears ridiculous even to me. 


Sir Char, And hark you— [2 hi/fers L. Mor. 

L. Bet. And ſo the widow was as full of airs as his 
Lordſhip ? 

Sir Char. Only obſerve that, and 'tis impoſſible 
you can fail. [ A/ade. 


L. Mor. Dear Charles, you have convinc'd me, and 
I thank you. 

L. Grav. My Lord Marelove“ What, do you leave 
us? 

L. Mor. Ten thouſand pardons, Madam, I was but 
juſt 
: L. Grav. Nzy, nay, no excules, my Lord, ſo you 
will but let us have you again. 

Sir Char. [ Afide to L. Grav.] I ſee you have good 
bumour, Madam, when you like your company, 

L. Grav. And you, I ſee, for all your mighty thirſt 
of dominion, cou'd ſtoop to be obedient, if one thought 
it worth one's while to make you ſo. 

Sir Char. Ha! Power would make her an admirable 
tyrant. [ 4/ide. 

L. Eaſy. [Objerving Sir Charles and L. Graveairs.] 
So! there's another couple have quarrel'd too 1 find 
Thoſe airs to my Lord Morelowe, look as if deſign'd to 
recover Sir Charles into jealouſy: I'll endeavour to join 
the company, and, it may be, that will let me into the 
ſecret. [ 4/i4e.] My Lord Foppington, I vow this is very 
uncomplaiſant, to engroſs ſo agreeable a part of the 
company to yourſelf. 

Sur Char, Nay, my Lord, this 15 not fair indeed to 
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enter into ſecrets among friends ! Ladies, what ſay 
you! I think we ought to declare againſt it. 

Ladies. O, no ſecrets, no ſecrets. 

L. Ber. Well, Ladies, I ought only to aſk your par- 
don: My Lord's excuſable, for I would haul him into 
a corner. 

L. Fop. I ſwear 'tis very hard, ho! I obſerve two 
people of extreme condition can no ſooner grow par- 
ticular, but the multitude of both ſexes are immediate- 
ly up, and think their properties invaded 

L. Bet. Odious multitude 

L. Fop. Periſh the canaille. ü 

L. Grav. O, my Lord, we women have all reaſon to 
be jealous of Lady Betty M:a;j4's power. 

L. Mor. [To Lady Betty.]As the men, Madam, all 
have of my Lord Foppingten ; beſide favourites of great 
merit diſcourage thoſe of an inferiour claſs for their 
prince's ſervice : he has already loſt you one of your 
retinue, Madam. 

L. Bet. Not at all, my Lord, he has only made room 
for another: one muſt ſometimes make vacancies, or 
there could be no preferments. 

L. Eaſy. Ha! ha! Ladies favours, my Lord, like 
Places at court, are not always held for life, you know. 

L. Bet. No, indeed | if they were, the poor fine wo- 
men wou'd be always us'd like their wives, and no more 
minded than the buſineſs of the nation. 

L. Eaj/z. Have a care, Madam, an undeſerving fa- 
vourite has been the ruin of many a prince's empire. 

L. Fog. Ha ! ha! Upon my foul, Lady Berry, we muſt 
grow moredilcreet ; for poſitively if we go on at this rate, 
we ſhall have the world throw you under the ſcandal of 
conſtancy ; and I ſhall have al! the {words of condition 
at my throat for a monopoliſt. 

L. Mor. O! there's no great fear of that, my Lord, 
tho' the men of ſenſe give it over, there will be al- 
ways ſome idle fellows vain enough to believe their 
merit may ſucceed as well as yeur Lordſhip's. 

L. Bet. Or it they ſhou'd not, my Lord, caſt lovers, 

I you 
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you know, need not fear being long out of employment, 
while they are ſo many well-diſpoied people in the 
world —— There are generally neglected wives, ſtale 
maids, or Charitable widows, always ready to relievethe 
neceſſities of a diſappointed paſſion and, by the way, 
hark you, Sir Char/e;. 

L. Mor. [ Aſide.] So! ſhe's ſtirr'd I ſee, for all her 
| pains to hide it ſhe wou'd hardly have glanc'd 
an affront at a woman ſhe was not piqued at 

L. Gra. [Aide] | hat wit was thrown at me, I ſup- 
poſe ; but Til return it. 

L. [S2ftly to Sir Charles.) Pray, how came you all 
this while to truſt your miſtreſs fo eafily ? | 

Sir Char. One is not ſo apt, Madam, to be alarm'd 
at the liberties of an old acquaintance, as perhaps your 
Ladyſhip ouzht to be at the reſentment of an hard-us'd 
honourable lover. 

L. Bet. Suppoſe I were alarm'd, how does that make 
you eaſy ? 

Sir Char. Come, come, be wiſe at laſt; my truſting 
them together, may eaſily convince you, that (as I told 
you before) I know his addreſſes to her are only out- 
ward, and *twill be your fault now, if you let him go 
on till the world thinks him in earneſt ; and a thouſand 
buſy tongues are ſet upon malicious enquiries into your 
reputation. 

L. Bet. Why, Sir Charles, do you ſuppoſe while he 
behaves himſelf as he does, that I won't convince him 
of my indifterence ? 

Sir Char. But hear me, Madam— 

L. Grav. [ Aſide.] The air of that whiſper looks as if 
the Lady had a mind to be making her peace again ; 
and 'tis poſſible, his Worthip's being ſo buly in the mat- 
ter too, may proceed a much from his jealouſy of my 
Lord with me, as friendſhip to her, at leaſt l fancy ſo; 
therefore I'm refolv'd to keep her ſtill piqued and pre- 
vent it, tho' it be only to call him Sir Charles, 


that is not fair to take a privilege you juſt now declar'd 


L. 


againſt in my Lord Foppirgton, 


* 
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L. Mor. Well obſerv'd, Madam. 

L. Grav. Beſide, it looks ſo affected to whiſper, when 
every body gucſles the ſecret. 

L. Mor. Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Bet O! Madam, your pardon in particular: but 
*tis poſſible you may be mittaken : the ſecrets of people 
that have any regard to their actions, are not ſo ſoon 
gueſe'd, as theirs that have made a confident of the 
whole town. 

L. F:p. Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Grav. A coquette in her affected airs of diſdain to 
a revolted lover, I'm afraid muſt exceed your Ladyſhip 
in prudence, not to let the world ſee at the ſame time 
ſhe'd give her eyes to make her peace with him : ha! ha' 

L. Mer. Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Bet. Twould be a mortification indeed, if it were 
in the power of a fading widow's charms to prevent 
it; and the man muſt be miſerably reduc'd ſure, 
that cou'd bear to live buried in woollen, or take up 
with the motherly comforts of a ſwan-ſkin petticoar. 
Ha! ha! 

L. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Grav. Widows, it ſeems, are not fo ſqueamiſh 
to their intereſt : they know their own mincs ard take 
the man they like, tho' it happens to be one, that a 
froward vain girl has diſoblig d, and is pining to be 
friends with. 

L. Mor. Nay, tho' it happens to be one, that con- 
feſſes he once was fond of a piece of folly, and after- 
wards aſham'd on't 

L. Bet. Nay, my Lord, there's no ſtanding againſt 
two of you 

L. Fep. No, faith, that's odds at tennis, my Lord: 
not but if your Ladyſhip pleaſes, I'll endeavour to 
keep your back hand a little: tho', upon my foul. you 
may ſafely ſet me up at the line: for, knock me down, 
if ever I ſaw a reſt of wit better play'd, than that iaſt, 
in my life What ſay you, Madam, ſhall we engage? 

L. Bet. As you pleaſe, my Lord. 

L. 
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F L. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! Allons tout de bon, Fouts mi 
rd. 

L. Mor. O pardon me, Sir, I ſhall never think my- 
ſelf in any thing a match for the Lady. 

L. Fop. To you, Madam. 

L. Bet. That's much, my Lord, when the world 
knows you have been ſo many years teazing me to 
play the fool with you. : 

L. Fop. Ah! bien joue. Ha! ha! ha! — 

L. Mer. At that game, 1 confeſs your Ladyſhip has 
_—__ a much properer perſon to improve your hand 
with. 

L. Fop. To me, Madam —— My Lord, I preſume, 
whoever the Lady thinks fit to play the fool with, will 
at leaſt, be able to give as much envy as the wile per- 
ſon that had not wit enough to keep well with her 
when he was ſo. 

L. Grau. O! my Lord! both parties maſt needs be 
greatly happy; for, 1 dare ſwear, neither will have a- 
ny rivals to diſturb em. 

L. Mer. Ha! ha! | 

L. Bet. None that will diſturb 'em, I dare ſwear. 

L. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Mor. 

L. Grav. Ha! ha! ha 

L. Bet. 

Sir Char. I don't know, Gentlefolks but you are 
all in extreme good humour, methinks, I hope there's 
none of it affected. 

L. Ea. I ſhould be loth to anſwer for any but my 
Lord F:pjington. [ A/rde. 

L. B-t. Mine 1s not, I'll ſwear. | 

L. or. Nor mine, I'm lure. 

L. Grav. Mine's ſincere, depend upon't. 

L. Fop. And may the eternal frowns of the whole 
ſex doubly demme, if mine is not. 

L. Eajfy. Well, good people. I am mighty glad to 
hear it, You have all pertorm'd extrenieiy well, but 
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if you pleaſe, you ſhall ev'n give over your wit now, 
while it is well. 

L. Bet. [Ie herſelf.) Now IT ſee his humour, III 
ſtand it out, if I were ſure to die for't. 

Sir Char. You ſhou'd not have proceeded fo far with 
my Lord Feping ton, after what I had told you. 

[ Afide to L. Bet. 

L. Bet. Pray, Sir Charles, give me leave to under- 
ſtand myſelt a little. 

Sir Char, Your pardon, Madam, I thought a richt 
underſtanding wou'd have been for both your intereſts, 
and reputation. 

L. Bet. For his, perhaps. 

Sir Char. Nay then, Madam, it's time for me to 
take care of my friend. 

L. Bet. I never in the leaſt doubted your friendſhip 
to him in any thing that was to ſhew yourlelf my ene- 
my. 

"Sir Char. Since I ſee, Madam, you have ſo un- 
grateful a ſenſe of my Lord More/zwe's merit, and my 
ſervice, I. ſhall never be aſham'd of uſing my power 
henceforth to keep him entirely out of your Ladyſhip's. 

L. Bet. Was ever any thing fo infolent! I could 
find in my heart to run the hazard of a downright com- 
pliance, if it were only to convince him, that my pow- 
er, perhaps, is not inferior to his. [Vo herjelf. 

L. Fag. My Lord Foppingten, I think you generally 
lead the company upon theſe occaſions. Pray will you 
think of ſome prettier ſort of diverſion for us, than par- 
ties and whiipers ? 

L. Fop. What ſay you, Ladies, ſhall we ſtep and 
ſee what's done at the Baj/e/-table ? 

L. Bet. With all my heart ; Lady EAG, 

L. Eaſy I thirk tts the bell thing we can do. and 
becauſe we won't part to night, you ſhall all ſup 
8 you din'd—W hat fav you, my Lord ? 

L. Mer. Your Ladyſhip may be ſure of me, Madam. 

I. Fu, Ay! ay! we'll all come. 


L. 
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L. Fah. Then pray let's change parties a little. My 
Loid Foppingten, you ſhall fquire me 

L. Fop. O! you do me honour, Madam. 

L. Bet. My Lord Moretove, pray let me ſpeak with 

ou. 
l L. Mer. Me, Madam? 

L. Bet. If you pleaſe, my Lord. 

L. Mor. Ha! that look ſhot through me ! what can 
this mean ? Made. 

L. Bet. This is no proper place to tell you what it is, 
but there is one thing 1'd fain be truly anſwer'd in: I 
ſuppoſe you'll be at my Lady Eah's by and by, and it 
you'll give me leave there 

L Mor. If you pleaſe to do me that honour, Madam, 
I mall certainly be there. 

L. Bet. That's all, my Lord. 

L. Mor. Is not your Ladyſhip for walking? 

L. Bet. If your Lordſhip dares venture with me. 

L. Mor. O! Madam! [ating her hand.] How my 
heart dances, what heav'nly muſick's in her voice, 
when ſoftned into kindneſs. [ i/tde. 

L. Bet. Ha! his hand trembles—Sir Charles may be 
miſtaken. 

L. Fop. My Lady Graveairs, you won't let Sir Charlie: 


leave us? 
L. Grav. No, my Lord, we'll follow you—ſtay a 
little. [Jo Sir Charles. 
Sir Char. I thought your Lady ſhip dzfign'd to follow 
'em. 


L. Grav. Perhaps I'd ſpeak with you. 

Sir Char. But, Madam, conſider, we ſhall certainly 
be obſerv'd. 

L. Grav. Lord, Sir! If you think it ſuch a favour. 


[Exit Has ily. 


Sir Cher, Is ſhe gone! let her go, &c 


[ Exit ſinging. 
ACT. 
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The SCENE continues. 


Enter Sir CHARLES and Lord MorELOvE. 


Sir CHARLES. 
OME a little this way my Lady Grave- 
airs had an eye upon me as I ſtole off and I'm 
apprehenfive will make uſe of any opportunity to talk 
with me. 

L. Mer. O] we are pretty ſafe here——well : you 
were ſpeaking of Lady Berty. 

Sir Char. Ay, my Lord—1 ſay, notwithſtanding all 
this ſudden change of her behaviour, I wou'd not have 
you yet be too ſecure of her: for, between you and I, 
fince, I told you, I have profels'd myſelf an open ene- 
my to her power with you, tis not impoſſible but this 
new air of good humour may very much proceed from 
a little woman's pride, of convincing me you are not 
yet out of her power. 

L. Mor. Not unlikely: but ſtill can we make no ad- 
vantage of it! 

Sir Char, That's what I have been thinking of 
look you——death ! my Lady Craveairs “ 

L. Mer. Ha! She will have audience, | find. 

Sir Char. There's no avoiding her—the truth 1s, I 
have ow'd her a little good nature a great while | fee 
there is but one way of getting rid of her muſt ev'n 
appoint her a day of payment at laſt. If you'll itep 
into my lodgings, my Lord, Il] juſt give her an an- 
ſwer, and be with you in a moment. 

L. Mor. Very well, I'll ſtay there for you. 

[Exit L. Morelove. 


Enter Lady GRAvEalRs on the other fide. : 
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L. Graw Sir Charle. ! 

Sir Char. Cone, come, no more of theſe reproach- 
ful goks; youll find. Madam, I have delerv'd better 
of you than your jealouſy imagines s it a fault to 
be tender of your reputation ? Fy, fy This 
may be a proper time to talk. and of my contriving too 
— You lee 1 ju:l now {hook off my Lord Morelove on 
purpole 

L Grav. May I believe you? 

Sir Char. Still doubting my fidelity, and miſtaking 
my diſcretion for want of good-nature. 

L. Grav. Don't think me troubleſome For I con- 
feſs 'tis death to think of parting with you: fince the 
world ſecs, for you I have neglected friends and repu- 
tation, have ſtood the little inſults of diſdainful prudes, 
that envy'd me perhaps your friendſhip ; have born the 
freezing looks of near and general acquaintance—vince 
this 1s b don't let em ridicule me too, and ſay my 
fooliſh vanity undid me ; don't let 'em point at me as 
a caſt miſtreſs. 

Sir Char. You wrong me to ſuppoſe the thought ; 
you'll have better of me when we meet: when ſhall 
you be at leiſure ? 

L. Grav. I confeſs, I would ſee you once again; if 
what I have more to ſay prove ineffectual, perhaps it 
may convince me then, tis my intereſt to part with 
you Can you come to night ? 

Sir Char. You know we have company, and I'm 
560 they'll ſtay too late Can't it be before ſup- 
What's o' clock now? 

L Grav. It's almoſt fix. 

Sir Chor. At ſeven then be ſure of me, till when I'd 
have you go back to the Ladies to avoid ſuſpicion, and 
about that time have the vapours. 

L. Grav. May I depend upon you? [Exzt. 

Sir Char. Depend on every thing A very trouble- 
ſome buſineſs this ſend me once fairly rid on't—if 
ever I'm caupht in an honouratle affair again! A 
debt now that a little ready civility, and away, would 
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ſatisfy, a man might bear with; but to have a rent- 

charge upon one's good- nature, with an unconſcion- 

able long ſcroll of arrears too, that would eat out the 

profits of the beſt eſtate in Chriftendom—ah—intoler- 

able! Well! I'll ev'n to my Lord, and ſhake off the 

thoughts on't. [ Exit, 
Enter Lady BeTTY and Lady EAs v. 

L. Bet. J obſerve, my dear, you have uſually this 
great fortune at play, it were enough to make one ſu- 
ſpect your good luck with an huſband. 

L. Ea/z. Truly I don't complain of my fortune either 
way. 

L. Bet. Pr'ythee tell me, you are often adviſing me 
to it, are there thoſe real comfortable advantages in 
marriage, that our old aunts and Grandmothers would 

rſuade us of ? 

L. Eaſy. Upon my word, if I had the worſt huſband 
in the world, I ſhould ſtill think fo. 

L. Bet. Ay, but then the hazard of not having a 
good one, my dear. 

L. Eaſy. You may have a goed one, I dare ſay, if you 
don't give him airs till you ſpoil him. 

L. Bet. Can there be the ſame dear, full delight in 
giving eaſe, as pain? O! my dear, the thought of 
parting with one's power is inſupportable ! 

L. Faß. And the keeping it, till it dwindles into no 
power at all, is moſt ruefully fooliſh. 

L. Bet. But ſtill to marry before one's heartily in love . 

L. Eah. Is not half fo formidable a calamity — 
but if I have any eyes, my dear, you'll run no great ha- 
zard of that, in venturing upon my Lord Morelowe —— 
You don't know, perhaps, that withm this half hour 
the tone of your voice is ſtrangely ſoftn'd to him, ha! 
ha! ha! 

L Bet. My dear, you are poſitively, one or other, 
the moſt cenſorious creature in the world and ſo 
I fee 'tis in vain to talk with you — Pray, will yew 
go back to the company? 

L. Ea. Ah poor Lady Betty Exrunt. 
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The SCENE changes to Sir Charles's Lodgings. 


Enter Sir CHARLES and Lord MoRELOVE, 


L. Morten ove. 

HarLes ! you have tranſported me! you have 
| made my part in the ſcene fo very eaſy too, tis 
impoſſible I ſhould fail in it. . 

Sir Char. That's what I conſidered; for now the 
more you throw yourſelf into her power, the more I 
ſhall be able to force her into yours. 

L. Mer. After all (begging the Ladies pardon) your 
fine women, like bullies, are only ſtout when they know 
their men: a man of an honeſt courage may fright em 
into a ing! Well I am fully inſtructed, and will 
about it inſtantly Won't you go along with me ? 

Sir. Char. That may not be ſo proper, —beſides I 
have a little buſineſs upon my hands. 

L. Mer. O! your ſervant, Sir—— Good by to you 
—you ſhan't ſtir, 

Sir Char, My Lord, your ſervant [Exit L. Mor. 
So! now to diſpoſe of myſelf, till tis time to think of 
my Lady Grawveairs Umph ! I have no 23 maw 
to that buſineſs, methinks—1 don't find myſelf in hu- 
mour enough to come up to the civil things, that are 
uſually expected in the making up of an old quarrel— 
.{Edging croſſes the Stage.) There goes a warmer temp- 
tation by half : Ha! into my wife's bedchamber 
too ] queſtion if the Jade has any great buſineſs 
there: — I have a fancy ſhe has only a mind to be 
taking the opportunity of no body's being at home, to 
make her peace with me———let me ſee ay, [ 
ſhall have time enough to go to her Ladyſhip after- 
wards —— —-Befides 1 want a little ſleep, I find 
Your young fops may talk of their women of quali- 
ty but to me now, there's a ſtrange agreeable con- 
verience in a creature one is not obliged to ſay much to 
npon theſe occafions | (3017p, 
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Enter Epcixs. 

Edg. Did you call me, Sir! 

Sir Char. Ha! all's right [Aids.] 
Madam, I did call you. 

Edg. What wou'd you pleaſe. to have, Sir? 

Sir Char, Have! why, I wou'd have you grow a good. 
girl, and know when you are well us'd, Huſly. 

Edg. Sir, I don't complain of any thing, not I. 

Sir Char. Well, don't be uneaſy I am not angry- 
with you now——————- Come and kiſs me. 

Eug. Lard, Sir ; 

Sir Cher, Don't be a fool now 

Edg. Plhaw——— [ Goes to him. 

Sir Char, No wry face ſo—— ſit down. I wor't- 
have you look grave neither, let me ſee you ſmile, you 
Jade you. 

Eag. Ha! ha! [ Laughs and bluſbes. 

Sir Char. Ah, you melting rogue. 

Eag. Come, don't you be at your tricks now—Lard !' 
can't you ſit ſtill and talk with one! I am ſure there's 
ten times more love in that, and fifty times the ſatis- 
faction, people may ſay what they will. 

Sir Char. Well! now you're good, you ſhall have 
your own way —— 1 am going to he down in the next 
room; and, ſince you love a little chat, come and 
throw my night-gown over me, and you ſhall talk me 


Ves, 


come hither. 


to ſleep. [ Exit Sir Charles. 
Edg. Ves, Sir for all his way, I. ſee he likes me 
ſill. [ Exit after him. . 


The SCE NE changes to the Terraſs. 
Enter Lady BETTY, Lady Easy and L. MoRELove.. 


L. MoxeLove, 
\T AY, Madam, there you are too ſevere upon 
him ; for bating now and then a little vanity, 
my Lord F:pp:ugton docs not want wit ſometimes to 
make him a very tolerable woman's man, 5 
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L. Bet. But ſuch eternal vanity grows tireſome. 

L. Eazy. Come, if he were not ſo looſe in his morals, 
vanity methinks might be eafily excus'd, conſidering 
how much tis in faſhion : for pray obſerve, what's half 
the converſation of moſt of the fine young people about 
town, but a perpetual affectation of appearing fore- 
moſt in the knowledge of manners, new modes, and 
ſcandal ? and in that I don't ſee any body comes up 
to him. | 

L. Mer. Nor I indeed—and here he comes — Pray, 
Madam, let's have a little more of him; no body ſhews 
him to more advantage than your Ladyſhip. 

L. Bet. Nay, with all my heart; you'll ſecond me, 
my Lord. 

L. Mor. Upon occaſion, Madam 

L. Ea. Engaging upon parties, my Lord? 

[ 4/ide and ſmiling to L. Mor. 


Enter Lord FoPPINx ro. 

L. Fop. So, Ladies! what's the affair now? 

L. Bet. Why you were, my Lord; 1 was allowing 
you a great many good qualities, but Lady Eaſy ſays 
you are a perfect hypocrite : and that whatever airs you 
give yourſelf to the women, ſhe's confident you value 
no woman in the world equal to your own Lady. 

L. Fop. You ſee, Madam, how I am ſcandaliz'd upon 
your account. But it's ſo natural for a prude to be ma- 
licious, when a man endeavours to be well with any 
body but herſelf : did you never obſerve ſhe was piqu'd 
at that before? Ha! ha! 

L. Bet. I'll ſwear you are a provoking creature. 

L. Fop. Let's be more familiar upon't, and give her 
diſorder! Ha! ha! 

L. Bet. Ha! ba! ha 

L. Fep. Stap my breath, but Lady Ea is an admira- 
dle diſcoverer Marriage is indeed a prodigious ſecurity 
of one's inclination: a man's likely to take a world of 


pains in an employment, where he can't be turn'd out 
for his idleneſs. 
| L, 
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L. Bet. I vow, my Lord, that's vaſtly generous to all 
the fine women, you are for giving them a deſpotic 
power in love, | ſee, to reward and puniſh as they think 
fit. 
L. Fp. Ha! ha Right, Madam, what fignifies beau- 
ty without power ? and a fine woman when ſhe's mar- 
ried makes as ridiculous a figure, as a beaten general 
marching out of a garriſon. 

L. Eajy. I'm afraid, Lady Betty, the greateſt danger 
in your uſe of power, would be from a too heedleſs libe- 
rality : you would more mind the man than his merit. 

L. Fop. Piqued again, by all that's fretful ——Well, 
certainly to give envy is a pleaſure inexpreſſible. 

L. Bet. Ha! ha! 

L. Eaſy. Does not ſhe ſhow him well, my Lord? 

Aſide to L. Mor. 

L. Mer. Perfectly, and me to myſelf—For now 1 al- 
molt bluſh to think I ever was uneaſy at him. 

[To Lady Eaſy. 

L. Fop. Lady Eæh, I aſk ten thouſand pardons, I'm 
afraid I am rude all this while. 

L. EaH. O not at all, my Lord, you are always good 
company when you pleaſe : not but in ſome things, in- 
deed, you are apt to be like other ne gentlemen, a 
little too looſe in your principles. 

L. Fp. O, Madam, never to the offence of the 
Ladies, I agree in any community with them ; no body 
is a more conſtant churchman, when the fine women 
are there. | 

L. Fah. Ofy, my Lord, you ought not to go for their 
ſakes at all. And I wonder, you that are for being ſuch 
a good huſband of your virtues, are not afraid of bring- 
ing your prudence into a lampoon or a play. 

L. Bet. Lampoons and plays, Madam, are only things 
to be laugh'd at. 

L. Mer. Plays now indeed one need not be ſo much 
afraid of, for ſince the late ſhoit-ſighted view of em, 
vice may go on and proſper, the ſtage dares _— 

l v 
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ſhew a vicious perſon ſpeaking like himſelf, for fear of 
being cail'd profane for expoſing him. 

L. Eag. Tis hard, indeed, when people won't diſ- 
tinguiſh between what's meant for contempt, and what 
for example. 

L. Fep. Od io! Ladies, the court's coming home, I. 
fee, ſhall not we make our bows ? 

L. Bet. O! by all means. ; 

L. Eaſy. Lady Betty, I muſt leave you: for I'm 
oblig'd to write letters, and I know you won't give me. 
time after ſupper. 

L. Bet. Well, my dear, I'll make a ſhort viſit ard 
be with you. [Exit Lady Eaſy. 
Pray what's become of my Lady Grawveairs ? 

L. Mor. Oh, I believe ſhe's gone home, Madam, ſhe 
ſeem'd not to be very. well. 

L. Fop. And where's Sir Charles, my Lord? 

L. Mor. | left him at his own- lodgings. 

L. Bet. He's upon ſome ramble, I'm afraid. 

L. Fop. Nay, as for that matter, a man may ramble 
at home ſometimes But here come the chaiſes, we 
muſt make a little more haſte, Madam. [ Exeunt. 


The SCENE changes to Sir Charles's Lodgings. 


Enter Lady E.asy and a SERVANT, 


Lady Easr. 
1 S your maſter come home? 
Serv. Yes, Madam. 
L. Eaſy. Where is he? 
Serv. I believe, Madam, he's laid down to ſleep. 
L. Eaſy. Where's Edging ? bid her get me ſome wax 
and paper ſtay, it's no matter, now I think on it — 


there's lome above upon my toilet, { Exeunt ſeveral'y. 
1 


ine CARELESS HUSBAND. 79 


The SCENE opens and 2 Sir Charles 
dging by him, both 


without his peritig, and 
aſleep in two eaſy chairs. 


Then enter Lady Exs v, who flarts and trembles, ſome time 


unable to ſpeał. 


L. EAs v. 

A 

Protect me, virtue, patience, reaſon 
Teach me to bear this killing ſight, or let 
Me think my dreaming ſenſes are deceivd 
For ſure a ſight like this, might raiſe the arm 
Of duty, ev'n to the breaſt of love! At leaſt 
I'll throw this vizor of my patience off: 
Now wake him in his guilt, 
And barefac'd front him with my wrongs. 
I'll talk to him till he bluſhes, nay till gx 
Frowns on me, perhaps and then 
I'm loſt again——The eaſe of a few tears 
Is all that's left to me 
And duty too forbids me to inſult, 
When I have vow'd obedience Perhaps 
'The fault's in me, and nature has not form'd 
Me with the thouſand little requiſites 
That warm the heart to love 
Somewhere there is a fault 
But heav'n beſt knows what both of us deſerve: 
Ha! bare headed, and in ſo ſound a ſleep ! 


Who knows, while thus expos'd to th' unwholſom air, 


But heav'n offended may o'ertake his crime, 
And, in ſome languiſhing diſtemper, leave him 
A ſevere example of it's violated laws 
Forbid it mercy, and forbid it love. 


This may prevent it. [Takes a fleinkirk off her neck, and 


lays it gently on hi; head. 


And if he ſhou'd wake offended at my too buſy care, let 


——— —— 
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my heart - breaking patience, duty, and my fond affe- 
Etion plead my pardon. [ Exit, 
[ After ſhe has been out ſome time, a bell rings; 
Edging wakes and firs Sir Charles. 

Ede. Oh 

Sir Char. How now ! what's the matter ? 

Eag. O]! Bleſs my foul, my Lady's come home. 

Sir Char. Go, go.then. [ Bell rings, 

Eag. O lud! my head's in ſuch a condition too. [ Runs 
to the glaſs] J am coming, Madam O lud! here's no 
powder neither Here, Madam. Exit. 

Sir Char. How now 85 [ Feeling tbe fleinkirk upon his 
head.) What's this? How came it here? [Puts on his 
ig.] Did not I ſee my wife wear this to day ? 
Death ! ſhe can't have been here, fure—Tt could not be 
jealouſy that brought her home for my coming was 
accidental ſo too, I fear, might hers. How 
careleſs have I been? ——not to ſecure the door neither 
"TI 'was fooliſh It muſt be ſo! ſhe certainly 
has ſeen me here ſleeping with her woman : 
If fo, how low an hypocrite to her muſt that fight 
have prov'd me ?—The thought has made me deſpi- 
cable even to myſelf —— How mean a vice is lying? 
and how often have theſe empty pleaſures lull'd my ho- 
nour and my conſcience to a lethargy, while I 
groſly have abus'd her, poorly ſkulking behind a thou- 


land falſhoods? now I reflect, this has not been the 


firſt of her diſcoveries How contemptible a figure muſt 
I have made to her? A crowd of recollected cir- 
cumſtances confirms me now, ſhe has been long acquaint- 
ed with my follies, and yetwith what amazing prudence 
has ſhe born the ſecret pangs of injur'd love, and wore an 
everlaſting ſmile to me? This aſks a little thinking 
ſomething ſhould. be done ll ſee her inſtantly, 
and be reſoly'd from the behaviour. = [Exit. 


The 
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The SCENE changes to another Room. 


Enter Lady Exsy and EncG1xG. 


L. EAs v. 
THERE have you been, FEdoing ? 
Edg. Been, Madam! I—[—I-]I came as 
ſoon as I heard you ring, Madam. 

L. Faß. How guilt confounds her! but ſhe's below 
my thought—Fetch my laſt new ſcarf hither— I have 
a mind to alter it a little make haſte. 

Edge. Yes, Madam, I ſee ſhe does not ſuſpect 
any thing. [ Exit. 

L. Ea/y. Heigh ho! [Sitting down. ] I had forgot 
but I'm unfit for writing now 'Twas an hard 
conflict yet 'tis a joy to think it over: a ſecret 
pride, to tell my heart my conduct has been juſt 
How low are vicious minds, that offer injuries, how 
much ſuperior innocence that bears' em Still there's 
a pleaſure ev'n in the melancholy of a quiet conſci- 
ence—Away my fears, it is not yet impoſſible 
for while his human nature is not quite ſhook off; 0” 
ought not to deſpair. 


Re-enter EDG1NG with a ſcarf. 

Eag. Here's the ſcarf, Madam. 

L. Eaſy. So, fit down there —and, let me ſee 

Here Rip off all that ſilver. 

Edg. Indeed, I always thought ic would become your 
Ladyſhip better without it—But now ſuppoſe, Madam, 
you carry d another row of gold round the ſcollops, and 
then you take and lay this ſilver plain all along the ga- 
thers, and your Ladyſhip will perfectiy ſee, it will give 
the thing ten thouſand times another air. : 

L. Eajy. Pr'ythce don't be impertinent, do as I bid 

ou. 
; Edg. Nay, __— Vo all my heart, your Lady- 

l ; ou pleaſe. 
ſhip may do as you p 1 I. 
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L. Za/p. This creature grows ſo confident, and I dare 
not part with her, leſt he ſhould think it jea louſy. Aide. 


Enter Sir CHARLES. 

Sir Char. So, my dear! what, at work! how are 
you employ'd, pray ? 

L. Eaſy. I was thinking to alter this ſcarf, here. 

Sir Char. What's amiſs ? methinks it's very pretty. 

Edg. Yes, Sir, it's pretty enough for that matter, 
but my Lady has a mind it ſhould be proper too. 

Sir Char, Indeed ! 

L. Eafp. I fancy plain gold and black would become 
me better. 

Sir Char. That's a grave thought, my dear. 

Ede. O dear Sir, not at all, my Lady's much in the 
right; I am ſure as it is, it's fit for nothing but a girl. 

Sir Char. Leave the room. 

Eds. Lard. Sir I can't ftir——1I muſt ſtay to 

Sir Char. Go [ Angrily. 

Ede. [Throwing down the work haſlily, and crying, aſide.] 
If ever 1 ſpeak to him again, 1'll be burn'd. 

[ Exit Edging. 

Sir Char. Sit ſtill, my dear, I came to talk with 
you—and which you weli may wonder at, what I have 
to ſay is of importance too, but 'tis in order to my 
hereafter always talking kindly to you. 

L. Ea/y. Your words were never diſobliging, nor can 
I charge you with a look that ever had the appearance 
of unkind. 

Sir Char. The perpetual ſpring of your good humour 
lets me draw no merit from what I have appear'd to be, 
which makes me curious now to know your thoughts of 
what I really am: and never having aſk'd you this be- 
fore, it puzzles me; nor can I (my ſtrange negligence 
conſider'd) reconcile to reaſon, your firit thoughts of 
venturing upon marriage with me. ; 

L. Ex/7. 1 never thought it ſuch a hazard. 

Sir Char. How cou'd a woman of your reftraint in 
principles, ſedateneſe, ſenſe, and tender diſpoſition, pro- 

pole 
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poſe to ſee an happy life with one (now I reflect) that 
hardly took an hour's pains ev'n before marriage, to ap- 
pear but what Jam: a looſe unheeded wretch, abſent in 
all I do, civil, and as often rude without deſign, un- 
ſeaſonably thoughtful, eaſy to a fault, and in my beſt of 
praiſe, but careleſly good natur'd ? How ſhall I reconcile: 
your temper with having made fo ſtrange a choiſe? 


L. Eaiy. Your own. words may anſwer you—Your, 


having never ſeem d to be, but what you really were; 
and thro' that careleſneſs of temper there ſtill ſhone. 
forth to me an unde ſigning honeſty, I always doubted of 
in ſmoother faces: thus while I ſaw you took leaſt pains 
to win me, you pleas'd and woo'd me moſt: nay, I 
have thought, that ſuch a temper could never be deli- 
berately unkind: or at the worſt I knew that errors 
from want of thinking might be born; at leaſt, when 
probably one moment's ſerious thought would end 'em : 
theſe were my worſt of fears, and theſe, when weigh'& 
by growing love againſt my ſolid hopes, were no- 
thing. 

Sir Char. My dear, your underſtanding ſtartles me, 
and juſtly calls my own in queſtion: I bluſh to t! K 
I've worn to bright a jewel in my boſom, and til] tais 
hour, have ſcarce been curious once to look upon its 
luſtre. 
L. Eaſy. You ſet too high a value on the common 
qualities of an eaſy wife. 

Sir Char, Virtues, like benefits, are double, when 
conceal'd: and ] confels 1 yet ſuſpect you of an higher 
value far, than J have ſpoke you. 

L. Lag. 1 underitand you not, 

Sir Char. Il ſpeak more plainly to you—be free and 
tell me Where did you leave this handkerchiet ? 

L. Fah). Ha! 

Sir Char, What is't you ſtart at? you hear the que- 
ſtion. . 

L. Eofy. What ſhall I ſay ? my fears confound me. 

Sir Char. Be not concern'd, my dear, be caly in the 
truth and tell me. 


L. 
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L. Faß. I cannot ſpeak—and I cou'd wiſh you'd not 
oblige me to it 'tis the only thing I ever yet re- 
fas'd you and tho' I want reaſon for my will, let 
me not anſwer you. 

Sir Char. Your will then be a reaſon, and ſince I 
ſee you are ſo generouſly tender of reproaching me, 
tis fit I ſhou'd be eaſy in my gratitude, and make what 
ought to be my ſhame, my joy, let me be therefore 
pleas'd to teil you now, your wondrous conduct has 
wak'd me to a ſenſe of your diſquiet paſt, and reſolu- 
tion never to diſturb 1t more And (not that I offer 
It as a merit, but yet in blind compliance to my will) 
let me beg you would immediately diſcharge your wo- 
man. . 

L. Eahy. Alas! I think not of her—O, my dear, diſ- 
tract me not with this exceſs of goodneſs. [//%eping. 

Sir Char. Nay, praiſe me not, leſt I reflect how little 
J have deſerv'd it—l fee you're in pain to give me 
this confuſion Come, 1 will not ſhock your ſoftneſs 
by my untimely bluſh tor what is paſt, but rather ſooth 
you to a pleaſure at my ſenſe of joy, for my recover'd 
happineſs to come. Give then to my new-born love, 
what name you pleaſe, it cannot, ſhall not be too kind : 
O ! it gannot be too ſoft for what my ſovl ſwells up with 
emulation to deſerve Receive me then entire at laſt, 
and take what yet no woman ever truly had, my con- 
quer'd heart. 

L. Ea/z. O the ſoft treaſure ! O the dear reward of long 
deſiring love Now I am bleſt indeed to fee you kind 
without th' expence of pain in being ſo, to make you 
mine with eaſineſs: thus! thus to have you mine is 
ſameching more than happineſs, tis double life, and 
madneſs of abounding joy. But 'twas a pain intolera- 
ble to give you a contuſion. 

Sir Char, O thou engaging Virtue ! But I'm too ſlow 
in doing juſtice to thy love: I know thy ſoftneſs will 
refuſe me; but remember ] inſiſt upon it let thy 
woman be diſcharg'd this minute. 


L. Eah. No, my dear, think me not ſo low in faith 
to 
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to fear that after what you've ſaid, 'twill ever be in her 
power to do me future injury : when I can convenient- 
ly provide for her, I'll thiak on't : but to diſcharge her 
now, might let her gueſs at the occaſion ; and methinks 
I wou'd have all our differences, like our endearments, 
be equally a ſecret to our ſervants. 

Sir Char. Still my ſuperior every way be it as 
you have better thought —— Well, my dear, now I'll 
confeſs a thing that was not in your power to accuſe me 
of; to be ſhort, I own this creature is not the only one 
I have been to blame with. 

L. Eaſy. I know ſhe is not, and was always leſs con- 
cernd to find it fo, for conſtancy in errors might have 
been fatal to me. 

Sir Char. What is't you know, my dear? [Sarpris d. 

L. Eaſy. Come, I am not afraid to accuſe you now— 
my Lady Graveairs—Your careleſſneſs, my dear, let 
all the world know it; and it would have been hard in- 
deed, had it been only to me a ſecret. 

Sir Char, My dear, I'll aſk no more queſtions, for 
fear of being more ridiculous : I do confeſs, I thought 
my diſcretion there had been a maſter-piece How con- 
temptible mult I have looked all this while ? 

L. Ea/y. You ſhan't ſay fo. 

Sir Char. Well, to let you fee J had ſome ſhame, as 
well as nature in me, I had write this to my Lady Grawe- 
airs, upon my firſt diſcovering that you knew | had 
wrong'd you: read it. 

L. Ea. [ Reads] Something has happen 4, that pre- 

« vents the viſit I intended you ; and I could 
e gladly wiſh, you never wou'd reproach me 
„if 1 tell you, 'tis utterly inconvenient that 
] ſhould ever ſee you more. 

This indeed was more than J had merited. 


Enter SERVANT. 
Sir Cher. Who's there? Here 
my Lady Gravearrs. 


Step with this to 


[Seals the leiter, and gives it to the Servant. 
Se To 
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Serv. Ves, Sir—Madam, my Lady Betty's come. 

L. Eajy. I'll wait on her. 

Sir Char. My dear, I'm thinking there may be other 
things my negligence may have wrong'd you in; but 
be aſſur'd, as 1 ver 'em, all ſhall be corrected: is 
there any part or circumſtance in your fortune that I. 
can change or yet make eaſier to you? 

L. Ea. None, my dear, your good nature never 
ſtinted me in that; and now, methinks, 1 have lets oc- 
Cation there than ever. 


Re-enter SERVANT. 

Serv. Sir, my Lord Morelove's come. 

Sir Char, I am comin think I told you of 
the deſign we had laid againſt Lady Berry. 

L. Eajy. You did, and I ſhou'd be pleas'd to be my- 
ſelf concern'd in it. 

Sir Char. I believe we may employ you : I know he 
wait's for me with impatience. But, my dear, won't 
you think me taſteleſs to the joy you've given me, to 
ſuffer at this time any concern but you, t'employ my 
taoughts ? 

L. Eaſy. Seaſons muſt be obey'd ; and fince I know. 
your friend's happineſs depending, I cou d not taſte my 
own, ſhou'd you neglect it. 

Sir Char. I hou eaty Sweetneſs O! what a waſte 
on thy neglected love, has my unthinking brain com- 
mitted ? but time and future thrift of tenderneſs ſhall 
yet repair it all. Ihe hours will come when this ſoft 
gliding ſtream that ſwells my heart, uninterrupted ſhall 
renew its courſe 

And hke the ocean after ebb, ſhall move 
With conſtant force of due returning love. 
[ Exeunt. 


Tre 
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The SCENE changes to another Rim. 
And then re-enter Lady Eus x and Lady BET Tx. 


Lady BzTTY. 
Ou've been in tears, my dear, and yet you look 
pleas'd too. 

L. Eajy. You'll pardon me, if I can't let you into cir- 
cumſtances : but be ſatished, Sir Charles has made me 
happy, ev'n to a pain of joy. 

L. Bet. Indeed I'm truly glad of it, tho' I am ſorry 
to find that any one who has generoſity enough to do 
you juſtice, ſhou'd unprovok'd be ſo great an enemy to 
me. 

L. Eaſy. Sir Charles your enemy 

L. Bet. My dear, you'll pardon meif I always thought 
him ſo, but now I am convinc'd of it. 

L. Eaſy. In what, pray? I can't think you'll find 


him ſo. 


L. Bet. O! Madam, it has been his whole bafinefs 
of late to make an utter breach between my Lord 
Mcrelove and me. 

L. Eaſy. That may be owing to your uſage of my 
Lord : perhaps he thought it wou'd not diſoblige you; 
I am confident you are miſtaken in'him. 

L. Bet. O! I don't uſe to be out in things of this 
nature, I can ſee well enough; but 1 ſhall be able to 
tell you more when J have talk'd with my Lord. 

L. Ea/y. Here he comes; and becauſe you ſhall talk 
with him No excuſes for poſitively I will leave 
you together. / 

L. Bt. Indeed, my dear, I deſire you would ſtay 
then ; for I know you think now, that I have a mind 
ro to 

L. Eaſy. To—to——ha! ha! haf Going. 

L. Bet. Well! remember this. 


Enter 
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Enter Lord MoRELove. 

L. Mer. I hope 1 don't fright you away, Madam? 

L. Eaſy. Not at all, my Lord; but I muſt beg your 
pardon for a moment, I'Il wait upon you immediately. 

[ Exzt, 

L. Bet. My Lady Eah gone? 

L. Mor. Perhaps, Madam, in friendſhip to you; ſhe 
thinks I may have deſerv'd the coldneſs you of late have 
ſhewn me, and was willing to give you this opportuni- 
ty to convince me, you have not done it without juſt 
grounds and reaſon. 

L. Bet. How handſomly does he reproach me? but 
I can't bear that he ſhould think I know it [ Afede. 
my Lord, whatever has paſs'd between you and me, I 
dare ſwear that could not be her thought at this time; 
for when two people have appear'd profeſs'd enemies 
ſhe can't but think one will as little care to give, as 
t'other to receive a juftification of their actions. 

L. Mor. Paſſion indeed often does repeated injuries 
on both ſides, but I don't remember in my heac of error 
I ever yet profeſs' d myſelf your enemy. 

L. Bet. My Lord, I ſhall be very free with you—LI 
confeſs I do think now I have not a greater enemy 1n 
the world. 

L. Mor, If having long loved you to my own diſ- 
quiet be injurious, I am contented then to ſtand the 
foremoſt of your enemies, 

L. Bet. O my Lord, there's no great fear of your be- 
ing my enemy that way, I dare ſay 

L. Mor. There's no other way my heart can bear to 
offend you now, and I foreſee in that it will perſiſt to 
my undoing. | 

L. Bet. Fy, fy, my Lord, we know where your 
heart is well enough, 

L. Mer. My conduct has indeed deſerv'd this ſcorn, 
and therefore tis but juſt I ſhould ſubmit to your reſent- 
ment, and beg (tho' I'm aſſur d in vain) for pardon. 

[ Kizeels, 


Enter 
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Enter Sir CRARLES. 


Sir Char. How, my Lord! [L. Mor. riſe: 
L. Bet. Ha! he here? This was unlucky. [ ae. 
L. Mar. O pity my confuſion ! [T L. Betty. 


Sir Char. I am ſorry to fee you can ſo ſoon forget your- 
ſelf: methinks the inſult you have born from that Lady, 
by this time ſhou'd have warn'd you into a diſguſt of 
her regardleſs principles. 

L. Mor. Hold, Sir Charles! while you and I are 
friends | defire you would ſpeak with honour of this 
Lady —— Tis ſufficient 1 have no complaint againſt 
her, and 

L. Bet. My Lord, I beg you wou'd reſent this thing 
no farther : an injury like this, is better puniſh'd with 
our contempt ; apparent malice ſhou'd only belaugh'd at. 

Sir Char. Ha! ha! the old rec-urfe. Offers of any 
hopes to delude him from his reſentment ; and then, 
as the grand monarch did with Cavalier, you are ſure 
to keep your word with him. 

L Bet. Sir Charles, to let you know how far I am 
above your little ſpleen, my Lord, your hand from this 
hour 

Sir Char, Pſhaw! pſhaw! All defign! all pique! 
meer artifice and diſappointed woman. 

L. Ber. Look you, Sir, not that doubt my Lord's 
opinion of me; yet 

Sir Char. Look you, Made, i in ſhort, your word has 
been too often taken to let you make up quarrels. as 
you uled to do with a ſoft look, and a fair promiſe you 
never intended to keep 

L. Bet. Was ever ſuch an inſolence? he won't give 
me leave to ſpeak. 

L Mor. Sir Charles ! 

L. Ret. No pray, my Lord, have patience ; and ſince 
his malice ſeems to grow particular, I dare his worſt, 
and urge him to the proof on't: pray, Sir, wherein can 
you charge me with brcach of promiſe to my Lord ? 

Sir Char. Death t you won't deny it? How often, to 
piece up a quarrel, have you appointed him to viſit 

you 
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you alone; and the' you have promis'd to ſee no other 
company the whole day, when he was come he has 
found you among the laugh of noiſy fops, coquets, 
and coxcombs, diſſolutely gay, while your full eyes 
ran o'er with tranſport of their flattery, and your own 
vain power of pleaſing? How often, I ſay, have you 
been known to throw away, at leaſt, four hours of your 
good humour, upon ſuch wretches; and the minute 
they were gone, grew only dull to him, funk into a 
diſtaſteful ſpleen, complain'd you had talk'd yourſelf into 
the head-ach, and then indulg'd upon the dear delight 
of ſeeing him in pain: and by that time you had 
ſtretch'd and gap'd him heartily out of patience, of 
a ſudden moſt importantly remember you had out-ſat 
your appointment with my Lady Fiaale-fadale; and 
immediately order your coach to the park. 

L. Bet. Yet, Sir, have you done? 

Sir Char. No tho this might ſerve to ſhew the 
nature of your principles: but the noble conqueſt you 
have gain'd at laſt over defeated ſenſe of repatation 
too, has made your fame immortal. 

L. Mor. How, Sir? 

L. Bet. My reputation ? 

Sir Char. Ay, Madam, your reputation—my Lord, 
if I advance a falſhood, then reſent iI ſay, your 
reputation——lt has been your life's whole pride of 
late, to be the common toaſt of every public table, 
vain even in the infamous addreſſes of a married man, 
my Lord Foppington ; let that be reconcil'd with reputa- 
tion, I'll now ſhake hands with ſhame, and bow me to 
the low contempt which you deſerve from him ; not 
but I ſuppoſe you'll yet endeavour to recover him. Now 
you find ill uſage in danger of loſing your conquett, 
tis poſſible you'll ſtop at nothing to preſerve it. 

L. Bet. Sir Charles 


[Walks diſorder'd and he after her. 

Sir Char. I know your vanity is ſo voracious, "twill 
ev'n wound itſelf to feed itſelf ; offer him a blank, per- 
haps 
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haps to fill up with hopes of what nature he pleaſes, 
and part with even your pride to keep him. 

L. Bet. Sir Charles, I have not deſerv'd this of you. 

[ Burfling into tears. 

Sir Char. Ah! True woman, drop him a ſoft dif- 
ſembling tear, and then his juſt reſentment muſt be 
huſht of courſe. 

L. Mor. O Charles! I can bear no more, thoſe tears 
are too reproaching. 

Sir Char. Hiſt for your life! [| 4/ide and then alcud. 
My Lord, if you believe her, you're undone ; the very 
next fight of my Lord Foppington, would make her yet 
forſwear all that ſhe can promiſe. | 

L. Bet. My Lord Fop;ington ! Is that the mighty crime 
that mutt condemn methen? You know 1 us'd him but 
as a tool of my reſentment, which you yourſelf, by a 
pretended friendſhip to us both, moſt artfully provok'd 
me to 

L. Mer. Hold, I conjure you, Madam, I want not 
this conviction. 

L. Bet. Send for him this minute, and you and he. 
ſhall both be witneſſes of the contempt, and deteſtation 
I have for any forward hopes his vanity may have 
given him or your malice would inſinuate. 

Sir Char. Death! you would as ſoon eat fire, as ſoon 
part with your luxurious taſte of folly, as dare to own 
the half of this before his face, or any one that would 
make you bluſh to deny it to Here comes my wife; 
Now we ſhall ſee—Ha ! and my Lord Foppington with 
her Now! now we ſhall ſee this mighty proof 
of your fincerity Now! my Lord, you'll have a 
warning ſure, and hencetorth know | me for your friend 
indeed 


Enter Lady Eazy and Lord FoppixncToOR. 

L. Eajy. In tears, my dear, what's the matter 
L. Bet. O, my dear, all I told you's true; Sir Charles 
has ſhewn himſelf ſo inveterably my enemy, that, if 1 
believ'd 
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believ'd I deſerv'd but half his hate, 'twould make me 
hate myſelf. 

L. Fop. Hark you, Charles, pr'ythee what is this bu- 
fineſs ? 

Sir Char. Why, your's, my Lord, for ought I know— 
T have made ſuch a breach betwixt em I can't pro- 
miſe much tor the courage of a woman; but if her's 
holds, I am ſure it's wide enough, you may enter ten 
a breaſt. my Lord. 

L. Fep. Say'ft thou ſo, Charles? then I hold fix to 
four | am the prſt man in the town. . 

L. Eo. Sure there mult be ſome miſtake in this; 
I hope he has not made my Lord your enemy. 

L Pet. J know not what he has done. 

L. Mr. Far be that thought! Alas! 1 am too much 
in fear myſelf, that what I have this day committed, 
advis'd by his miſtaken friendſhip, may have done my 
love irreparable prejudice. 

L. Pet. No, my Lord ſince I perceive his little arts 
have rot prevailed upon your good-nature to my pre- 
- zudice, I am bound in gratitude, in duty to myſelf, and 
to the confeſſion you have made, my Lord, to acknow- 
ledge now, | have been to blame too. 

L Er Ha! is't poſſible, can you own ſo much? 
© my tranſported heart ! 

L. Het. He ſays | have taken pleaſure i in ſceing you 
uneaſy—1T own it—but 'twys when that uneaſineſs I 
thought proceeded. trom your love ; and if you did 
Iove, 'twill not be much to pardon it. 

L. Mor. O let my ſoul thus bending to your power, 
adore this ſoft deſcending goodnels. 

L. Het. And fuice the giddy woman's ſhghts, I have 
Hewn you too often, have been public, 'tis fit at laſt 
the amends and reparation ſhou'd be ſo: therefore 
what I ofter'd to Sir Charies, I now repeat before this 
company, my utter deteſtation of any paſt or future 
galantry, that has or ſhall be ofter'd dy me to your un- 
aaſineſs. 

L. Dr. O be leſs generous, or teach me to deſerve 
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it——-Now bluſh, Sir Carles, at your injurious accu- 
ſation. | 

L. Fop. Hah! Pardi voila quelque choſe d extraordi- 
naire. : [ 4/ide. 

L. Bet. As for my Lord Feppington, T owe him thanks 
for having been ſo friendly an inſtrument of our recon- 
ciliation; for tho' in the little outward galantry J re- 
ceiv'd trom him, I did not immediately truſt him with 
my deſign in it, yet | have a better opinion of his un- 
derſtanding, than to ſuppoic he cou'd miſtake it. 

L. Fop. 1 am ſtruck dumb with the deliberation of 
her aſſurance ; and do not poſitively remember, that the 
»on=chalence of my temper ever had ſo bright an occa- 
Gon to ſhew itlelf before. 

L. Bet. My Lord, I hope you'll pardon the freedom 
I have taken with you. | 

L. Fop. O, Madam, don't be under the confuſion of 
an apology upon my account ; tor in cafes of this na- 
ture, I am never Ciſappointed, but when | find a Lady 
of the ſame mind two hours together Madam, I 
have loſt a thouſand fine women in my time; but never 
had the ill manners to be out of humour with any one 
for refuſing me, ſince I was born. 

L. Bet. My Lord, that's a very prudent temper. 

L. Fop. Madam, to convince you that I am in an 
univerſal peace with mankind. ſince you own I have fo 
far contributed to your happireſs, give we leave to have 
the honour of compleating it, by joining your hand 
where you have already offer'd up your inclination. 

L. Bet. My Lord, that's a favour | can't refuſe you. 

L. Mor. Generous indeed, my Lord. 

[L. Fop joins their hands, 

L. Fop, And ſtap my breath, it ever I was better 
pleas'd ſince my firit entrance into human nature. 

Sir Char. How now, my Lord! what! throw up the 
cards before you have loſt the game? 

L. Fop. Look you, Charles, tis true, I did defign to 
have play'd with her alone, but he that will keep well 
with the Ladics, muſt ſometimes be content to make. 
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one at a poole with 'em: and fince I know I muſt 
engage her in my turn, I don't ſee any great odds in 
letting him take the firſt game with her. 

Sir Char, Wiſely conſider'd, my Lord. 

L. Bet. And now, Sir Gharles 

Sir Char. And now, Madam, I'll fave you the trouble 
of a long ſpeech ; and, in one word, confeſs that eve- 
ry thing I have done in regard to you this day was 
purely artificial I ſaw there was no way to ſecure 
you to my Lord Morelove, but by alarming your pride 
with the danger of loſing him: and fince the ſucceſs 
muſt have by this time convinc'd you, that in love no- 
prong, is more ridiculous than an over acted averſion; I 
am ſure you won't take it ill, if we at laſt congratulate 
your good nature, by heartily laughing at the tright we 
had put you in. Ha: ha! ha! 

L. Eaſy. Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Bet. Why well, I declare it now, I hate you 
worſe than ever, 

Sir Char. Ha! ha! ha! And was it afraid they wou'd 
take away it's Love from it — Poor Lady Ber! ha! 
ha ! 

L. Ea. My dear, I beg your pardon ; but 'tis im- 

ſible not to laugh when one's ſo heartily pleas'd. 

L. Fop. Really, Madam, I am afraid the humour of 
the company will draw me into your diſpleaſure too ; 
but if I were to expire this moment, my laſt breath 
 wou'd pokitively go out with a laugh. Ha! ha ! ha 

L Bet. Nay, I have deſerv'd it all, that's the truth 
on't—bur I hope, my Lord, you were not in this deſign 
againſt me. 

L. Mor. As a proof, Madam, I am inclin'd never 
to deceive you more,. I do confeſs I had my ſhare in't. 

L. Bet. You do, my Lord -——then | declare 'twas a 


deſign, one or other the beſt carried on, that ever J 
knew in my life ; and (to my ſhame own it) for ought 
I know, the only thing that could have prevail'd upon 
my temper : 'twas a fooliſn pride that has colt me ma- 
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ny a bitten lip to ſupport it—I wiſh we don't both re- 
pent, my Lord. 
b. - Mor. Don't you repent without me, and we never 
all. 
Sir Char. Well, Madam, now the worſt that the 
world can ſay of your paſt conduct, is that my Lord 
had conſtancy, and you have try'd it. 


Enter a ſervant to Lord MoreLove. 

Serv. My Lord, Mr. Le Fev're's below, and deſires to 
know what time your Lordſhip will pleaſe to have the 
muſic begin. 

L. Mor. Sir Charles what ſay you? will you give me 
leave to bring 'em hither ? 

Sir Char. As the Ladies think fit, my Lord. 

L. Bet. O] by all means, twill be better here, un- 
leſs we cou'd have the terraſs to ourſelves. 

L. Mor. Then, .pray, defire 'em to come all hither 
immediately. 


Serv. Yes, my Lord. [Exit Serv. 


Enter Lady GRAVERAIRSGͤ. 
Sir Char. Lady Graveairs / 

L. Grav. Ye! you may well ſtart! but don't ſuppoſe 
T am now come like a poor tame fool to upbraid your 
guilt : but, if T cou'd, to blaſt you with a look. 

Sir Char Come, come, you have ſenſe, — Don't ex- 
poſe yourſelf—you are unhappy and I own myſelf the 
cauſe, — the only ſatisfaction I can offer you, is to pro- 
teſt no new engagement takes me from you, but a ſin- 
cere reflexion of the long * and injuries I've done 
the beſt of wives; for whole amends and only ſake I 
now mult part with you, and all the inconvenient plea - 
ſures of my life. 

L. Grad. Have you then fallen into the low contempt 
of expoſing me, and to your wife too ? 

Sir Char. "Twas impoſſible, without it, I could ever 
be ſincere in my converſion, 


L. Grav, Deſpicable 
Sir 
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Sir Char. Do not think ſo— for my ſake I know 


ſhe'll not reproach you nor, by her carriage, evet 
let the world perceive you've wrong'd her. ——My 
dear. 

L. Eafy. Lady Graveairt, J hope you'll ſup with us? 

L. Grav. I can't refuſe ſo much good company, 
Madam. 

Sir Char. You ſee the worſt of her reſentment In 
the mean time, don't endeavour to be her friend, and 
ſhe'll never be your enemy. 

L. Grav. I am unfortunate 
has deſerv'd and I ſubmit to it. 

L. Mar. So! here's the muſic. 

L. Eah. Come, Ladies, ſhall we fit ? 


After the Muſtc, a SONG, 


CO Apna with an angels face, 
By love ordain'd for joy, 
Seems of the Sirens cru! race, 
To charm and then deſiroy. 


'tis what my folly 


With all the arts of look and dreſs, 
She fans the fatal fre; 

Through pride, miſtaken oft for grace, 

She bids the fevain expire. 


The God of love enrag'd to fee 
The nymph defy his flame, 
Pronounc'd his mercileſs decree 


Againſt the haughty dame ; 


Let age with double ſpeed overtake her, 
Let love the room of pride ſupply; 

And when the lowers all forſake her, 
A ſpotleſs wirgin let her die. 


vir Charles cores forward awith Lady Eaſy. 


Sir 
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Sir Char. Now, my dear, I find my happineſs grow 
faſt upon me; in all my paſt expetience of the ſex; I 
found even among the better ſort ſo much of folly, 
pride, malice, and irreſolute deſire, that I con- 
cluded thee but of the foremoſt rank, and therefore 
ſcarce worthy my concern; but thou haſt ſtirrd me with 
ſo ſevere a proof of thy exalted virtue, it gives me 
wonder equal to my love If then the unkindly 
thought of what J have been, hereafter ſhould intrude 
upon thy growing quiet, let this reflection teach thee to 
be eaſy. 


Thy wrongs, when greateſt, moſt thy wirtue prov'd ; 
And from that virtue found, I bluſh'd and truly lou d. 
Exeunts 


EP Is 


EPILOGU E. 


CO and Freedom are at length our own; * 
Falſe Fears of Slavery now no more are ſhewn ; 

Nor dread of paying Tribute to a foreign Throne. 

All Stations now the Fruits of Conqueſt ſhare, 

Except (if ſmall with great things may compare) 

Th' oppreſi Condition of the lab ring Player. 

Mere ſtill in fears (as you of late from France) 

Of the deſpotic power of Song and Dance: 

For while Subſcription, like a Tyrant reigns, 

Nature's neglected and the Stage in chains, 

And Engliſh Aclors Slaves to jwwell the a an 

Gains. 

Like Eſop's Crow. the poor out-witted Stage, 

That liv'd on wh:(ſome Plays i th latter Age, 

Deluded once to ſing,  ev'n juſtly ſerv'd, 

Let fall her Cheeſe to ih' Fox's H auth, and flarv'd. 

O that your Judgment (as your Courage has 

Your Fame extended) wou'd aſſert our Cauſe ; 

That nothing Engliſh might ſubmit to foreign Laws. 

IJ we but live to ſee that jnyjul Day, 

Then of the Engliſh Stage reviv'd we may, 

As of your Honour now, with profer application, ſay. 
So when the Gallic Fox by fraud of Peace 

Had luild the Britiſh Lion into eaſe, 

And faw that Sleep con pos d his couchant Head, 

He bids him wake, and ſee himſelf betray'd 

In toils of treach'rous Politics around him laid: 

Shews him how one cloſe Hour 4 _ Gallic Thought 

Retook theſe Towns for which he years had fought, 
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Mt this th indignant Savage roi his fiery Eyet, 
Dauntlejs, tho bluſhing at the baſe Surprize, 
Pauſes a while —— But finds Delays are vain : 
Compell d to fight, he ſhakes his ſhaggy Main ; 
He grinds his dread ul Fangs, and flalks to Blen- 
heim's Plain. | 
There with erected Creſt, and horrid Rear, 
He fi rious, plunges on through Streams of Gore, 
And dyes with falſe Bavarian Blood the purpie Da- 
nube's Shore, 
In one pitch'd Battle frees the deſtin'd Slaves, 
Revives old Engliſh Honour, and an Empire ſaves. 
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